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FATE. 



A C T I. 

SCENE I.— ^ Street. 
Enter Hakbt Truxman o/Kid OsoBai; Malsb, meetia^. 

Tru, Well, well, how thrives it, Qeorge, 
Ma. Not well ,Harry ; to-day is ill-fated, and is mad 

With bad ne¥rs for those who least deserve it ; 

And I am sick to see this world so tumbling round 

To curse all save knaves and fools I 

Ihi. What now I my thoughts are slow to eke 

The meaning out. Why, sir, the world is gay — 

Has used you well — ^and wherefore mad at 't. 

It had not been out of the tricky play of chance. 

Had I been at this moody task, venting spleen ; 

For I have granted such as I the right; -— 

But you ! 'T is decking Fortune with a mouming-Mbe. 

Else giving to lank, drop-jaw poverty gaudy gew gaws, 

To flaunt the air and drown her melancholy prayers 

For help. 
Ma. You must remember, I live not 

For myself alone ; I have my friends — noble hearted 

Friends — 
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a FATE. Act 1, 

Dm, That 's no rarity ; all men haye friends. 
And even I have mine ; — as for the noble hearted, 
Are yoa not one ? 

Ma. Yon know it, Harry. Now my mind is pnzzled, 
Mad, that of all my friends, that one 
The last to bear with a merry eye the frown 
Of fortune, has the first to meet it. — 

Horace Temple. [ Truman not surprised."] 

— Of all — of all, I say, the least deserving of 't, 
To-day, as perhaps you know, his father's lands 
Were sold ; and he is poor, very poor, in all 
Save a melancholy fancy, — and I do pity, as I 
Mast love him, Harry. 

7m. And yet, I know not the right to curse 
The world, because Horace Temple is very poor i 
Some, it may be, are much poorer, and if not so, 
Are worthier to be happier than they are, and 
Not so poor ! Withal, you should not pity thus. 
Be he a man he will dispise you for it, and 
If not a man, he is not worthy of it ! 

Ma. Harry, I did forget — you know him not I 
Did you know him, you would not think 
So coldly ; for in my small reckoning 
He is a noble man, and to try the powe*r 
You shall know him — that is, if it doth 
Please you. 

Tru. I should be pleased to know him whom 
You so esteem ; for even flattery, when sounded, may 
A truth beneath the gilt contain, that *s worth 
The while to deck with labor. And yet I may 
Have heard of this so-called noble man \ For 
If 80 great and good as yon have made him is 
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Scene I. FATE. 

My ears, the world is honest, and mayhaps 
Proclaims him so — so famous. 

Is he not 
The lover of the orphan Ada — Harlow's adopted? 
It seems to me I 've heard that there the famous 
Horace found a where to put his head in ; and 
No force, they say — not I — can move him from 
Her when he kneels for favor. That, methinks, 
Is noble like. Is he the Temple ? 

Oed. Ma, He is. But your words are now ill-timed* 
He comes, and soon I '11 see your cutting tongue 
Fall down to praise my friend. 

Enter HOEAOE. 
Good morrow, Horace. 

Tru. (aside,) ' Tis he I I would he had not oome; 
This rising here hath power to betray 
What must not be betrayed to him of all I 
Down, down I 

Tern. A merry greeting, tho' no merry giver,— 
How fares my friend ! 
(to Ha/rry Truman) Sir, Good morrow ! 

Ma, Not well, not well. — But this is my 
Friend, Harry Truman, 

Tern. We have met 

Before, firiend George ; — — 

Tru, We have; 

But yesterday at Eichard Harlow's. 

Ma, (aside,) So, 

This strangeness here I That irony was bitter, and 
Has import to my mind I 

Tern. George, I 

Have been seeking you. — A bit of news ! 
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8 FATE. Act I. 

Not merry, still not Bad ; and yet 

It hatli made poor weak mortals ourse, 

And e*en go mad ! 

On yesterday my &ther, Lnoins Temple, 
Surrendered to the law his all, to meet the debts 
He honorably contracted — honorably, as they should 
Be met. 

To-day he is as poor, as the poor, poor dog 
That howls around the ruin of his master's home, 
Or 'bove the cold marble o*er the dead I — 
And even though estranged in this comparison, 
He is as brave to battle still, as may be 
That poor brute to whine his master back 
Again. 

Tru, (cuide.) A noble soul, for son compare him thua 
To moaning house dog. 

Tern, And she, my sister, has a smile 
Always, and often says 't is happiness to think 
Of field walks at dawn. But, but, 
She sometimes looks at the rich brocades, 
The sparkling necklaces, and sometimes finds 
Our father sad ; when, ah, then, the poetry melts 
Away, and a deep sigh doth come. 
The sad herald of a tear. 

IV«. (aside,) 'T is woman-like. 

Tern, But, but enough ; the thinking on 't 
Casts shadows on my soul, since it 
Doth omin long delay in speaking 
My soul to her. 

Ihi. (aside,') A poor, poor dog! 
To whine ere hunger — since his last found bone — 
Can have come upon him. 
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Scene I. FATE. 9 

Tern, (to Truman,) Tour pardon, sir ; 
It is not my right to class yon as I do 
Oeorge Maler, and I would be pardoned, 
Intruding on your patience thus. 

IVtt. Aye, sir, 't is mine to ask a pardon now. 
Did not it seem out of fashion, I 
Might ask a better portion of your thought, 
A higher place in your lib'ral soul — 
But 't is not in this world's way. I leaye 
You to your friend. 

(aside, going out) So Horace Temple seeks 
Hy seeking I And he is reported noble, brave- 
Without distrust, a poor man in the world. 
And, aye, a man, but for poetic humor that 
Thus caws a raven's ominous croak to all 
That's merry in the soul. While I — 
Tut, tut I the even-handed notch me not with him— 
Report me less I Since Fortune showered well 
Her gifts, and placed me master to the tenant's land. 
They walk me by ; and for this favor, when I 
Did seek ambitious ends, the popular cry 
Defeated them, and so have made me with 
Myself to struggle I They do place me less. 
And call me names ! And had I not tried 
To find their will, and scorned them more, 
This hopeless love had not bent my soul 
To struggle for 't. But so, old Time alone can 
Index the book I shall have writ within 
The memory of these thinking brutes. [^Exii, 

Tern. It seems to me, Mend George, much like 
A controversy between good and ill were waxing 
In Truman's breast. 
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10 FATE. Act I. 

And by that changing cheek — 
And aye, it may be by the tremor in his voice, 
When spake he, " Good morning, sirs," — by these, I say, 
Of us he judges, friends or foes. 

I met him once 
At Richard Harlow^s ; there to me it seemed as if 
My presence did much offend ; while color, 
Traitor to his will, and forced smoothness in 
His utterance, plainly told he would we 
Were not there together. 

Do you know him 
Well, George? 

Ma, I do ; he is my friend. 

Tern, Your friend ! 

Ma, He is, and has always been 

A worthy friend. T is true, there seems within 
The make of Harry Truman something strange, 
Which I — none — can sound ; and that at times 
A lurking light is playing in his eye. 
And sarcasm on his lip ! Yet, yet. 
Withal a truer friend none have. 
His heart is large and warm ; his wit. 
Oh, Horace, there merit lies I for if on me 
He put the jest, I know not to groan or smile ! 
So pointed, keen, and yet 't is merry wit ! — 
Methinks you will like him when you 
Enow him better. At least, in truth, I *d 
Have my friends friendly. — What say you ? 

lem. It were well, had man sinned not. 
Then he and I would be thy brothers, George I 
Alas, he sinned I A serpent was the cause — 
Will always be. 
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Ma. I understand you not. 

Tern, Nor I myself. There's nothing in 
My words. I thought just then of what I am; 
And only sighed aloud, that mayhaps there may be 
A serpent still across the path, to work an evil as 
An Adam's did. 

Ma. And would hint that he — 

Tern, No, no ! not so. I do not hint ] — 
A coward hints what he dare not speak, 
Lest speaking plainly kill. He hints to give offense, 
And yet disowns. I trust, my friend, 't is not 
Tour thoughts that I should cry him false in terms 
Equivocal 

Ma. I pray you, Horace 

Tern. 'T is no offense. I know you meant not so ; 
But of all the faces mem'ry hath impressed 
To guard me 'gainst a damning crew of 
Hypocrites, it points no one more inimical to 
My well being than this ! 
His very presence cries, beware ! to all my 
Confiding nature, and makes me wroth 
With every thought that would speak aloud, 
— And yet, hushed I not the story of our fall, 
When stood he drinking in delight 
Erom the spring of my misfortune I 
George, George, I am a strange, strange man — 
And mayhaps you would swear to it. — Aye, 
And not so strange in this; for I, you see, like 
Other men, do hate my foe, and well regard my friend. 
This, this, ypu say, does Harry Trueman I 

Ma, Enough, enough, Horace 1 I did not think 
My friend could so excite you. It need not be ; 
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He has done no wrong — ^will ne*er do harm 
To you. If to you his presence be 
Unpleasant, you need not meet again. 
Me thought, for never have I seen you else, 
A calm self-possession held your soul, 
Firm against betrayal. 

Tern. Did you not reckon me as others ; 
Or did you set me down a cypher 'mong them. 

Ma, I do entreat you cease ! 
As you respect my friendship. 

Tern. Then I must nip 

The rising of my growing hate, and do 
As you do wish me ; let it, pent within. 
Annoy you not. 

Ma. Who comes there. — The widow Gosby's boy. 

Enter JoHN. 

John (addremng George,) And is this Master Temple ? 

Tern. I am he ; what would you with me ? 

John. Methinks, you are not he. Mrs. Gosby said he is 
handsome, sir; and, if she be true, I'll not believe you, or 
your word. Mrs. Gosby knows I 

Ma. Reprobate, dog I Be quiet, sir, else say who sent 
you, and for what I — 

John. (^Aside.) Now this be strange, indeed. Mrs. Gos- 

by's right after all. She said that people want to seem 

much better than they are, and so, steal the names of better 

folks. So be these I'll not be fooled by common folks ; I 
wont I 

Tern. Come, come, what wish you with Master Temple ? 
John, (aside.) Ah, in all this must be he. Well, Master 
Temple, if thou be he, this letter Mrs. Gosby told me give 
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thee, (gwei the letier.) From somebody, yet from nobody; 
for sbe baa not a name like bodies havOy — ^and, Master 
Temple, don't you think it strange that people live and n'er 
a name to eall them to you? Aye, Master Temple, aye. 
(hewing.) 

Tern, (readmg.) Yes, yes, my boy, be 
Quiet now. 

Ma. Be off! 

John, in faith, 'tis pretty talk, I will oblige 
Ye, sir. 

[Exit bowing. 

[Hok^A TsiGPLB, <»fter readmg^ UmdifioDedfy 
gaamg cU it. 

Ma. Horace t 

Tem. Well, fteorg o But you go, 
I believe, to Bsther Martin-s Iiin-^ 

Ma. I do, will you go with me ? 

What! 

TeM^ No, tto, I thank you. 

We'll meet againi. I must obey^ 
To Biefaard fihrkiw I must quiokly. 
Good morrow I €bod morrow ! [Eml. 

Ma. It is Btrattge, that Hora^ Temple 
Is so ohahged iMThere is something wrong t 
To-day he is bitter cold, when always seemed 
The generous flow to conquier all feeling else ! 
Yet so, with all ! The fall of fbrttine, and 
The chilling glance from those that fMI that we 
Are so, and would tell us of it, we are 
Not strong, nor j^roof agaitist ! 
The sensitire natute works beneath the breeding 
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Rays of a malioious sun ; else, tis stranger 

Than mad sea waves to o'erthrow the wind 

That forced its surge to battle ! 

I must not let him escape me in this mood ; 

He would torture none but self. [JSM. 



SCENE II. — A room in Habry Tuu^uas' b dicelUng ; he 
seated at his tdbUy rises and comes forward , 

Ear, Tru. I am resoWed, — I was, am proud, 
And must keep within myself this melancholy tale 
My tongue would speak unwillingly ! — 
A memory is clinging to the vital part, 
That cries, beware ! And what I would again 
I dare not now ! — Thus I have found 
Fair lady's eye weep desolving pearls — 
The manly heart to sigh in sympathy when 
The skillful romancer strikes the chord, delineating well 
The woeful wail of some fantastic creature of 
The brain ! Yet, when some poor fool, of tender soul 
Would picture for the eye of thftse, the throes, 
The agony of heart in trust and hope, they wince 
And sigh most piteously, — bid him cease ! This, this 
Is well when told again, and yet, good souls. 
They care not much to see again the poor, weak fool, 
Who gave them thoughts, to make a touching story true ! 
They have made the weak man strong, — 
Despising shallow sympathy, the smooth flow 
Of a flattering tongue, and learned, to weigh — 
So, so, I am sorry, very sorry — glad, aye, very glad, 
My sympathy, sir, and such like cant! — 



Digitized by VjiOOQlC 



ScsNS II. FAT £. 15 

Unier SkbvanT. 
What! 
Servant. A man who wants to pay the rental 1 
Harry 2Vw. Tell tim to my lawyer ! — 

[Skbvant starU to go: 
No— 
Hia name — did he give it ! 

Serv. He did, Eli 

Ear. Tru. Eli I What, a Jew. Tell him 
No — not yet. The dog doth give away his life 
In parting with his coin. How much is it? 
Ask him, quick. 

My blood doth move towards him ; a Jew-dog, 
Fulfillment of the law, would hoard his gold. 

Be-€7Uer SiRYANT. 

Serv. He says 'tis due this very hour,, one quarter, sir. 

ffar. Tm. The Jew counts close t Tell him to keep it 
' Til he thinks it well to part with all. 
Then, and not before, to my lawyer pay it. 
— Here, see by whom he'll bless me. 
And ask when he thinks to pny the debt. 

Serv. Forsooth, 'tis strange. You mean for this one time, 
sir? 

Uru. What I have said. 
Go ! [Emt S»ev't. 

See, how I do throw my worth 
In benefits upon a Jew, 

The least deserving of Christian alms. Ohrisdans 
Say it. 

Enter Sebyant. 

Serv. By Isaac, and says he thanks you, and will straight 
unto your lawyer, sir — 
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16 FATE. Act I. 

Ear. Tru. To my lawyer staraight? the Jew 
Said it? 

iSsrv. Yea, sir. 

JScvr. Tru. Then, by my faith, he is a wortl^ Jew, 
And I'll see to it. 
(to Servant,) Go tell Mrs. Morton 
I will be gone till midnight, and that I 
Desire she have yon waiting my return. \^Eadt ServX 

Will Fellows said he had much for me to think on. 
I like not his arm in public places — a reasoning knave! — 
But so earnest seeniked he that to-night we meet 
At Esther Martin's Inn — ^what or why ! 
He knows my love, and hates, as all do knpw, 
From reasons sound, the name of Temple. 
And I — ^but he thought not what I did, and so 
Mayhaps he would befriend — do service now ! 
If so, he hath the strength in villainous reason 
To work the end. He may propose against! — 
No, no I I'll seem to bear all, and watch the point, 
That he may not be lagging to the end. 
I will be most patient, till Fate shall cry 
The issue. Aye, I will be tnodest, and believe 
What n*er a fool would take note on. Thus much, 
I will be sanely thoughtful. 
'Tis 'bout the time ; my cloak ! I do find 
My sbul grows eager to unravel what may be 
In him to my will. [^Exeunt 

SOBNE lIL~£9iher MitrHn't Inn. 

Enter Mrs. Gosbt, hostess. 
Mrs, Gosh/, (rising from her seat.) Well, well, it fe no use 
for me to think ! I have lived these fifty years, and have 
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thought all the time, and now, in ftith, I am wrong 1 I did 
not think that I, Mrs. Oosbj, had no more attraction than 
to send, after one short night, such folks away. That tall 
one, too I Aye, he did look at me, and seemed to say: Ah, 
Mrs. Gosby, all yoor beauty 's gone; and now I would, but, 
oh, I can't! A real lover — black hair, rosy cheeks, and 
large black eyes — such as I, Miss Flint, once had. Alas, 
for Mrs. Gosby's specs to rob Miss Flint, the widow Gosby, 
of such a beau I Hey ho I 

And John, — ^but where is he now, — I had forgot I sent 
the kind soul off with orphan Ada's letter to Master Tem- 
ple — that strange, true knight I Master Temple, ah, he is a 
strange, wondrous strange man I The trash of brutes that 
live around my inn, are not fit for him I For he is like the 
knights that swarmed around Miss Flint, a long, long time 
ago, when walked Miss Flint upon the stage. But John, 
my man, my John ; 'tis time for his return. He should be 
here I I am alone and he is not here I I know how the 
loving sigh — Miss Ada sighing too, doth wait for his return. 
Oh, John, my man, ^^where art thou!'* 
Enter JoHN. 

John, (bowing.) Mrs. Q^by — 

Mrs. GoUby. John! (^gaaing Mndly at him.) The letter, 
John? 

John. I gave it there to Master Temple, please. 

Mrs. Gosby. What said he, then? 

John. He said, be still, my boy ; another bade me so, be 
off 1 And I did say full straight I would oblige him. 

Mrs. Gh)shy, (aside.) Ah, bad boy ! I — I have felt it too; 
but now trust they will meet, and she, sweet girl, will make 
herself and Master Temple better, better than they are. 
They say be is very bad, sour, melancholic, and that he doth 
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uHom smile, because, ok, tbe Aoble bijght, ke thiakB kim. 
self imwortkj of kis lady yet. He is ankition nad, and 
tiunks to do sometkisg wortky kis jNretty lady. Hey ko ( 
Trust an tome, my girl; Mrs. Gosbj kaows kow to kelp tkee 
Mw. Ok I my — my — Joka, Joka I — 

John, (refpecffulfy.') Mistress Gosby. 

Mn. Oo$b^. Haye tkose geatlemea eome yet ? 

John. Master Tmeman witk somebody else, is kere ! 

JU^ OoAy, (ahud,) Intraders all I 

IKn^ckj en^T Habet Tbuexan, Will Fellows oM 
anotker. 

Tru. Ak, Mis. Oosby, kind kostess, tky kealtk I 

Jfri. 6roj&y. Ak, aki Master Traeman — ^gentlemen ! 

Tru. Mrs. Gosby, tkese geatlemen and I desire a private 
room* Can yon oblige ns? 

Mn. Goiby, Aye, aye! I will. Tkis, tkis way. Jokn, 
Jokn, away I [Exeunt 

SCEN£ lY.— 2%e room appoinUd, 

Enter Trueman, Fellows, and his friend Wesley. 

Tru. Gentlemen ! (looking around.) Tke wine, tkewine ! 
FeL Yes, yes, tkat we kad forgot. 

lEacit Wesley. Fellows hesitates at the door, 
Trueman turns and he goes out. 
Tru. (solus.) Tke fools, tkey follow me ! 
Because tke wine, forsootk, is mine! 
We are all alike ! The straw can point us on tke way 
When selfish self would kave us smile. 
Villains, villains, all ! we strut and fume, and steal, 
And rush unto judgment, when our crime stjll liv«» 
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In blood apon 1ii« cheek. And there, we know 

Not, guilty, or not gnihj I 

▲ fldr-ejed boy — a mother's pel^ is pxajj^ng nam 

To Heaven, smiles — a minAer Wja^M. Xfae nrobin it 

I'ftgging on the joomL to schooi. Farther on, he playn 

The mischief maker 'aong the amall. 

Another : She etedent, diligent and honest ! 

The world dorfch mookthis nniedge fool, until 

A blush is red upon his ohedk to beso Hkea man 1 

Apt, again, the bbmhing ftuae is oreir. Oatfafl, 

Deceit, black villainy has nestled in his soul ! 

Anodiier : The j^orfool is damned elenallyl 

And so the life of ten, of tweinty men h writ: 

So life is but one picture, held by various shiules 

Of circumstance that make distinction for the mortal gase ! 

Yet, who says I am not an honest man ? 

Who! Not those damned knaves — the wine is yet — 

'Tis here, within — ^a aomething we know not what ; 

And it does whisper, Conscience I— would befriend ; 

— And still, we let it whisper prayers unto the soul, 

UnUl it raves for audience there. 

I am not what 
I was ; and blasting circumstance doth drive 
Me on. What T might, the weak may prate ; 
What I am — so be it. I mnst not betray for scorn. 
Impulse, when all do seek the man to conquer. 
80 let it be ; and as it comes for good, let so 
My soul to nature bend; and when a parent she 
Deserts for mocking custom, I must— *will stand — 
Alone. We cannot be more nor less 
Than born ;and never more than what eondemned 
To be ; and that— the son of woman's son. 
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20 PATE. Act I. 

EtUer Fjbllows and WssisT, 

Fel (to Tbueman.) The wine, sir. 

(to Wkslit.) The tables. lAll nL 

Tnieman, oome my friend, and join 
TJs here. Be thou sad, this wine will wann 
Your soul to buoyancy. But, but remember — ^I 
Bemember that you told me once, you were a man— - 
Never felt the jar, — strong, strong proof 'gainst 
All such. Aye, that you were mad to be 
As we ; but one, a weak, frail woman, kept 
You honest. 

Tru, (aside,) I'd throttle the dog, but must not yet ; 
Oh, most, most knavish world, when knave 
Doth fall to practice on the knave I Not I — 

Fel Ha, ha, my boy! 

Tru. What! 

Fel. A conscience is 

A tender thread ; one snap may break it! 
Then, then, Trueman, you may know 
The joys, Wesley and I know. 

Tru, (ande.) Unmasked at last ! 

And false ; more damning to the eye 
Of Heaven than Hell, while self holds not 
Comparison. 

Fel A toast I A toast say ye ! 

Fc«fey. What shall it be ? 

[Harry Trueman auenU-^^U rise. 

Fel Then hear ! To Harry Trueman and 
To her the wise ones call, an orphan, Ada. 
Be she what mouths proclaim, and none 
The less, because suspicion prompt 

Tru. Hold ! hold ! That name such should 
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Not — shall not utter ! 

(cuide^ I do desert me in what I had sworn should not be I 

But, (to Fellows,) in toasting thus you wound 

Me, sir. 

Fel, Your pardon then, we crave. 

Tru, Your lips-are foul : then set them not off 
With such, to make ye o'er weigh yourselves, 
nithinkon'tl 

[Fellows and Wesley converse apart ^ 
So, fool I I would be honest and I must 
Be foul. And what the test. All, all 
Do cry me worse than yet I have dream of; 
And some do follow me with scorn. No, 
I'll meditate on this no more. I'll wipe it out« 
For this meditating will wither up the soul. 
And render work of brain of no account ; 
Already it doth unsettle purpose, and profit not. 
I will no more arouse myself to weigh the chance, 
But let desire alone prompt action here 1 
— Come, come, another toast, my friends. 

Fel. (approaching,) Tlien be it to Harry Trueman, 
— Of metal-soul, whom we welcome. True 
Be he, and gracious now I 

Tru. Thanks, thanks 1 

Fel. Trueman, we should be friends now ; 

If not to all the world, at least we may be honest friends. 
Not long since I did flourish, gaily decked by Fortune. 
I sinned, so said they, and they turned me off; 
Tho' i had repented, they pronounced me damned. 
And left me to myself 

I have been watching you, and now, your hand, 
We are friends. 
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And yet, Tnieman. you have loved a girl unfit 
For you. I'd swear sbe is not, what most 
Sbe seeme to all the world. She is 

Tru. Hold I hold I Yon temp me yet. 
Speak not of her — 

Fel. And so, yon still love her, tho' she hates yon 
As a creeping thing. 

Tru. Would you torture me ! 

Fel. No, no; 

I'd have revenge on whom have wronged you, 
Harry Trueman. 

Tru, Revenge on her ! 

Fel. Aye, aye, and the honest Temple I 

Tru. You swear it I 

Fel. By Heaven, so f 

Tru, Then be cautious, sir. Beware ! 

[^Quickly pcusei out 

Fel. Damnation ! did he com e but to 
Commit me, that he left me thus I — 
Did he so? 'tis I alone have power ; what 
Of witness hath he. What care I 
For what I have not — reputation I 
What else I feel, I like not this, and will 
Not stop here, in my toil — 
I'll follow him ; he may delay 
Ere he reach his dwelling, and that plan 
Alone is safe. 

Wesley, That was strange, sir. 

Fel. Speak not of it. Go thou straight 
To bed, and I will follow him ; 
And play the slave, that I do bring him 
To the point. Go! [ExeimU 
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SCENE v.— ^ StT^if^Near MuhiglU. 

EiUer HoBACK Tsmplb. 
Tem. I have stolen out into the qoiet night 
For sympathy. And here would even send 
To Heaven all the burden of my thoipght, 
To rest, a jaded brain. 
Misfortune in estate and lands were nought 
Of self. They ohanoe may be brought again ; 
But proofs of shallow-hearted friends, 
And slanderous acquaintance it doth ndse. 
Which cannot be effaced, whateVe the change ; 
And thus the blow unto the soul of Hope. 
So, when to my[mind she did look kindly on me — 
When Time seem'd most propitious to my thought, 
Both took a frown and hushed the pulsing of 
My heart t Misfortune now takes oath 
Against my joy. 
It were best I, tho' summoned. 
Did attend her not.- She, with my fortune changed^ 
And I'd not rob her of her pl^/isure. 
Yet, yet I'll not complain 
Until the cup be full. I have not seen her 
Since I resolved to quit my native home. 
I know not but she, as many have, 
Has found my mind less good, my heart less warm, 
My person less comely, since this stroke from Fate. 
Yet, yet I will not go until I know 
What thinks she now I I do trust her. 
And will not, till His o'er, believe she trust 
Me not. A time may, aye, will come, 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



24 FAT E. Acf L 

Wben shall beam again refalgent high 
From senith, the faU'n star of Destiny! 
Till then, it is decreed my love must flow 
Without a murmur that way, till 
The heart divines that it liyeth here I 
— But who comes here at this hour; 
Trueman 1 

Enter Harbt Tbueman iorapped in his cloak. 

7Vu. Ah, sir! 

'Tis time, me thinks, laboring people were abed. 
How happens this distemper in thine eyes? 

Tern. 'Twere ill, as well, to find you here. 
It doth enforce to ti€th 

Beports of night revels and unmanning wines ! 
And too, methinks, there blinks distemper 
In thine eyes, as well ! 

7ru, Your master on the morrow 

May complain. I have none ! 

Tem. Conscience, conscienee, say you ! 
If so 

Tru. What, what ; if so ! 

Tem, Already in the ears of all 

Are whispered enactments yours, all men 
Condemn. Would have me recount 
For you what to you, are yours, and 
Therefore known by heart ? 
See struggling in the making of thy face. 
The God of all has placed the marks 
That speak the workings of your brain ! 
Machinations, unspoken by human tongue. 
Which you deem hidden in the secret mind, 
Are there discovered : else Hell 
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Keign petty tyrant. Elie jou could not 1 

TVtt. (aside,) And hftth Heftveii told 

My soul upon my f»oe for buoSi 
To see— to room 1 

It doth drive me desperate to my cause I 
(to Tbmpli.) You have a tongue for spleen, and use 
It well. Were I with you, it might perehanee 
Excite my wrath. 

But *t^ pity now lor (hat 
Romantic soul — miserable at the loss 
Of hard got pence. All men have prayenr 
Unto the ruling passton, and thou thine. 
So— ^I do admit the rig^t to envy him^ 
Who possesses what's thy mieery-^Qold I 
Even when the other passion which holdi 
Tour heart, doth meet sueh poor requital 
At an orphan *s hands ! Oome, come> 
1*11 not move ; my pity^s with you I 
Am I not thanked for free bestowal, sir? 

Tern, Harry Truman feels to-night 

The rushing of o'er^stomaehed spirits ta Ms head > 
His eye betrays it in its eager ^nce ; 
And tongue's malicious turn attests the £iet 
It is not meet that I should either hear, 
Or boar his mocking now. — 
If, when the morrow comes, his brain be clear, 
And memory of to-night be still, a beck 
Will bring Horace Temple to him for renewal of 
The contest with tongue or weapon. 
Then, sir, I may thank you for your drunken slur — 
Give reparation full to your desire. [£M 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



n FATS. JtoTl. 

Tru, (jglancing after Templx.) BjheRTen ! manly gpoken! 
I had not 
Enacted it the same ; bat fired brain 
Had found its ending here, and not elsewhere t 
IXscretion well becomes the fallen poor t 

Oh, that I could shake this fiery spirit off, 

And feel no more the hell that 's in 't 1 

Unsettled purpose doth commit me, and 

This halting o'er the boundary line 

Between this or that, drives madness here ! 

Beatific visions, that flooded all the field 

Of ambitious dreams, have passed away. 

Black demons howl and spit their fiame 

Upon the land ; now, what Hope made Heaven^ 

Despair makes hell I 

Did she but smile upon the working here, 

' Twould tremble into calm, and then 

But seem the image of a higher bliss, 

Tho* now the world do scorn me for 

My revels and my pride, and point 

Me passing, as if I were some monstrous 

Fiend, or distorted animal for show ; 

But she*does not, and so doth chain 

My action to my passion's will, and not 

To reason. 

When men do rise to scorn, and women smile 

To hate, he were a limping zany then 

To wait their will, and not to force 

Them to it. So, so ! to be honest here 

Were to make the cord to hang by. I '11 no longer 

Stand but half resolved unto my wish ; 
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But now unto selfish end I do swear 

To live, till conquering I may scorn in turn 

The unseemly herd. 

I did rush from the counsel of a fiend 

Who would obey, because contemplation 

Of the work was black unto my sight, 

And dimning to my vision. But now 

I will to thank him, that t may be 

Less humbled in my deeds. 

\_Enter WiLL. FELLOWS.] 
And yet, and yet ! I do feel my strength 
Desert me now, when he doth bring aface 

The purpose thus 

Fellows, Fellows ! 
I am glad to see you now. 

FeL If now so glad your bearing most 
Appear the more unanswered to 
My mind. I did not think to find 
You here ; for I had thought my help 
You needed not, and that you thought 
To do it of yourself 

2Vw. What of myself? 

FeL Revenge the wrongs a world 
Now heaps upon you, Trueman 1 

Jru, No ! no I no ! 

Fel. No ? I swear it shall be I 
The dog, Lucius Temple, owes a fall to me. 
And I to him, the brand, dishonest to the world t 
To Ada owe you this maddening torture now — 
She plied her charm to touch your soul, 
While Horace Temple then her soul preferred ( 

2Vtt. Aye» aye I 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



38 PMrA AfftL 

Fel. With her I'd have nought to do, 
But with him who robs you of your own^ 
And him who damns me, would I. 
It were an angel-act, did I bend thus 
To help you to your end, and you 
Would be most basely credulous to trust 
This passion in me. I do crave 
Tour hand in what affects as much 
Harry Trueman as myself. 
Tho* t wear not countenance liked by men 
To gaze upon, t have a soul within ; 
And by Heaven do despise the man 
Who lets the proud condemn him, 
As you, without one struggle to damn 
Them in their own accomplishment I 
If not to this you do give favor, I will 
But ask, upon your honor's saoredness, that siactf 
You have heard thus far my will, you 
Speak not of it, but let me take my course ; 
For in my eyes, could you now betray, 
Would turn all my opening of your 
High-strung spirit and honor, to a cursa 
Upon low treachery. 

Tru, Revenge, revenge ! my will— 
And yet, I know not how, nor why I 

Fel Think, think and say again 

" Nor why !" 

Do you not see, the world is but 
What it stamps an accursed few with ? 
Dishonest knaves, striving 'mong themselves, 
And who the blackest, knave succeeding^ prays 
The most I Will you pardon still-^ 
drawl *bout, inoffiMsiirei when the heel 
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Of every shoe would strike you J 
Will you let your foe strike you, and 
Greet him with an ineffectual hiss ! 
Ope thy mouth and take defense away; 
Then, then they will turn you on your back 
In the sun ! 

Tru. Give me thy-hand I 
And take mine oath unto the cause 
Of Hate ! — Now. now my soul 
Doth cease revolting, and my hand 
Both tremble for the working of revenge ! 

Tis done, 'tis done ! the Rubicon is paBsed, 

And to ih» very wall of all 

That hsth been dearest to my life 

I do cry war I The divinity of heart 

Hath turaued upon sie, and hath m»de 

Desolation here, to be what 

Shall be pregnant with destrnctioB 

To them. 

Come, come, we will not linger now. 

The night doth w«ar to dawn ; 

To-morrow, come to me at my house — 

Then shall we te the work. 

FeL I have prepared the work, and hava 
With me now a letter coined to suit the hand 
Of Horace Temple — enforce mistrust 
In Ada. That will I hand to him ere we meet 
Again. The simple fool about the Inn 
Shall be the messengeri 

Tru. So, 

Not &tte fltroka must find a aluggiah bxmta 
At work, else — cease we. [EsoemU. 
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SCENE I.— ^ Street — John Rattlek and otliert enter ^ 
and a Jew who standi alone counting coin. — PELLOWS 
attempting disguise, comes in and stands aloof, 

1st Fellow, Anci, as you see, my good fellows, some better 
folks than we have at last to labor hard. The house, with 
all the plate, furniture, carriages and so on, each was dis- 
graced but the three days since by a constable and an auc^ 
tioneer's handling. I, for one, am glad of it ; it will tell such 
folks, nobles of a day, what need we are, and teach them 
to respect our calling. 

John Rattler, Ha I ha ! by Saint Peter, and aint it the' 
the best blow out. We, who support them ; we, we, who 
give the plate its polish ; we, who make their chargers 
charge, will now stand forth and say — how are ye, gentle 
folks. I, by Saint Peter, feel as large and pious now as any 
pie-fed lord! 

2nd Fellow, You are a silly fool ! 

John Rattler. Hearst thou that, hey ! He calls me silly 
fool, because I've told him what I, he, you shall rise to, 
when such folks do come to our places ! Aye, and, by Saint 
Peter, Mrs. Gosby shall know of this. Had she not for- 
sworn me this, I'd ask thee to talk of it by and by — by and 
by, Sir! 
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Will Fel. ((uide,) These fellows disooss with feeling a 
mishap to some man. Ill hear them longer before I make 
retreat. That is the widow Qosby's man; and that, I have 
seen elsewhere — Tis Traeman's; the other (2nd fellow) 
goes not for hire — his tongne doth sound too liberal for a 
slavish hireling I 

2nd Fel. Heaven angered when such fools were bom ; and 
you (lit fellow) are dishonest thus to prate about folks whom 
chaDce has robbed of all their people worked for. Besides, 
you onght to know, 'tis not believed by many persons more 
than a knavish trick that brought them down. 

John Rattler. 'Tis nought to me. I said nothing — noth- 
ing. Did I ? In faith I like these people, for Mrs. Gosby 
says they are friendly like. Tho', tho', 'tis true— 'tis true, I 
like it so— I dol 

Will Fel (aside.) Ha, they touch one now I A knavish 
trick, that I should take back my due. But, they know not 
*twas I that did set the hands of the law to catch the clue 
unto his fall. For certes, a knavish trick, to trick for trick 
and be revenged on Lucius Temple. He made the knave, 
and he had not done good work, did he not take a knave's 
reward I 

l8t Fel. (to 2nd Fellow.) We asked not your judgment. 

2nd Fel But you have it. 

1st Fel You arc not kin to us. You labor free. We 
follow masters for the hire, and that's the all. They look 
on U3 as low — we are, but that don't help. And 'tis our 
right to speak our mind 'bout betters ; you need not think 
we care 'bout your saying for them. My wages are due for 
these two weeks, and I will speak my mind to widow Gosby's 
man. 

2nd Fd. ^Twould be hard, should Master Trueman hear 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



2« # A T I AOfU . 

this, fle would atoek jott, a&d y« koow it well, sir. Pro- 
Toks me notl Yoa dare not anger him ; and I'll not hear 
jott talk, lest I feel it doe to tell him of it. Mind ye, men. 

John Sattkr. Say, say I Oh, fellow 1 Ion, yon did it; 
aye, you did it very well. 

l$t FeL Boldly, boldly I I'm no lone cock without the 
spurs. But d'ye think that he will tell it to Master True* 
man. D ye think so, John Battler? 

John EaUler. Oh— oh I yes I 

Will FeL Good fellow, why do yoa murmur gainst your 
master. Are you lack of coin, with a hungry mind to use 
it ere 'tis yours ! Did you say your wages were incoming 
these three weeks, and your master, Harry Trueman ? 

Itt FeL Aye, aye, sir; and I have said my mind, where he 
is like to hear. That troubles me more than the lack of 
wages, sir. 

Will FeL Well may it be so. I'd rather rouse a lion from 
his lair than to rouse thy master. Thy life is not worth 
breathing, sir. Think you to change your master ? 

1st FeL Yes, sir, I will be obliged if he hears what I 
have said ; his temper is very strange, sir. 

Will FeL I do want a trust fellow, and methinks you 
would do me work trustily, sir. 

Ist. FeL I will, as honestly as I can, sir. 

Will FeL Take this coin ; stay — see if your Trueman has 
not heard of you, stay the week with him, but come to me 
to-morrow. 

Ist FeL I will, sir. [Exit. John follows. 

Will FeL Stay, and speak with me. (aside.) This fellow 
had nearly turned the balance 'gainst mo ; my second 
thought did do me well, and the letter went by one who 
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does not know me yet. {to John.) Come^ eooM) flteiid not 
so ; come near me. You ate the widow Goebj's man. 

John Rattler. That I am, sir. 

WillFel, {giving purse,) Woald serre me? 

John Rattler. Ah, sir, that I would — that I will, sir. 

Will Fel. Remember, say you serve, and no ear must hear 
ought of thy master, nor know you serve me. If you speak 
of it I will hunt you — kill you I Remember t 

John Rattler, Yes, sir ! Yes, sir ! (aside,) And by Saint 
Peter, I do feel strange enough now. 

Will Fel, Then, when I shall come to the Inn 
To-night, stay you near me. When I do 
Call you fool, and ask if so and so, be true — 
Appear to be no more than a stupid fool, 
And answer such as — by my faith 
I know it is true, sir — or the like. 
Do you promise — swear ! 

\^The Jew goes out — turns his head sutpiciovsly, 

John Rattler. Yes, yes ! I do, sir. 

Will FeL Then, when 'tis done, and you have 
Acted well your part, another purse, 
Full twice the size, I will give you. 
Go ; remember if you do my bidding, another 
Purse is yours ; if not, what follows ! 

[John walks UTieatify out, 

I now entrust my work to simple fools. 
For men had been too hardly brought to 't ! 
'Tis well the work proceeds, and they who struck 
The villain. Temple, for his mighty work. 
And Trueman's damning insult and the deed 
He recks not of — they forget that I remember 
That which a lifetime cannot efface — 
And which cankers as it lives within my breast. 
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Tho' knayiih beats it now. 

Wesley that Temple goes to watch and trick j 

Ere this the letter has done its work ; 

Trueman I must befriend, for he is a man, 

Were't not for universal condemnation, and the fixed 

Hold rumors have upon him, tho' he 

Had doubly wronged me, I had not tried this method 

Without ; disappointment in ambitious enterprise, and poor 

Requital at an orphan's hand, have made him 

Sour — jealous — suspicious — mad. 

Withal, I must be sure — to-night one-half of 

The story's told. 

SCENE II. — Richard Harlow's Parlor, 

Enter Ada, in Black Garments. 
Ada, Oh, these tears are truants now ! I should not weep, 
When none will take these tears away. 
And yet, they — they will come up from my wounded 
Heart. 

The gentle current of my love has passed away j 
And now doth murmur o'er wounding pebbles, and 
As thus foretold, must mourn forever thus ! 
The words that came unto my ear like music from 
The vales in Spring — the tenor of those earnest vows 
That passed from lips that ne'er moved falsely — 
Are all, all lost. He who should be 
Near me now, is not, because his generous self 
Doth think that Fortune's frown hath made him less 
Than he should be to one poor orphan girl, who 
Thought to cease her weeping o'er the lost 
In trust in him. 
Three long, long days, has 't been since my old 
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Orand-dame Bent my letter to him, when 
I did assure him of my sympathy and 
My love unchanged, and yet he hath 
Not come. He seeks me not in his 
Misfortune, tho' I did ask him judge me 
Kindly, and come unto my sympathy. 

Oh, cruel I cruel ! so to judge a woman's soul t 
She loTes, and what she loves doth lose 
All imperfection, and stands the mover 
Of her heart in all things else. 

Me thought I heard his footstep — no, no I 

'Twas not — 'twas not, only — only wished for, 
And my anxious heart deceived mine ears. 
Yes — yes ! 

Enter Horace Temple. 

Itm Ada I 

Ada, (moving towards him.) Horace I Horace t 
I feared you did mistrust me, Horace ! 

Tern, No, no, Ada, I thought, only thought, 
Thy spirit could not bear a mark, and what 
Thy tongue might word came from thy^soul. 
But — but, it matters not now. 
I trust all is well with you, tho' 'tis most cold 
And chilling here within. 

Ada, What hath pained thee, Horace, knows 
A likeness here that's equal to thine own, 
The more since't availeth not. 

Tern. No, no I You — you — 

Are free. I do wrong to look upon thee now ; 
The tender vows must be forgotten. 
Love doth bargain ; in sunshine he doth favor all ! 
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In Poverty's bosom be 4otb nake to born 
\ flame consuming no other breast, so 
That time can kill the soul, it meant to-^ 
No, No I Ada, jou are free. Some one, 
E'en as I have it from a friend, no«r finds 
The heaving of thy anxious bosom all fmr hiM, 
I do not weep to give my life's joy 
To another's keeping ! 

Ada. Horace ! Horace ! 

What mean you? 

Tern. This only — nothing more, Ada! (thotoin^ a htter,) 
I yield my claim to Harry Trueman. 

Ada. Horace ! 

Tern, Oh, yes, yes ! 

I cannot give thee joy in the desolation here — 
I would not take so rich a gift beggardly. 

A da. Oh, Horace ! your words are killing me I 

[she falls into a ahuir. 
You, you would throw the burden oflf. 
Worthless, worthless I Oh, Heaven ! 
Be kinder now ! (she droops her head and is weeping.) 

Enter Lucy Temple. 

Lury. Horace, what have you done ? 

Tern. My sister, ask not ! Ada will tell it. 
But, come ; we had better be gone, Lucy, (starts to go.) 

Ada. (rising.) Horace ! 

[Ae rushes to her as sJie is about iofall. 

Tern, (to LucY.) Wait me in the carriage, 
Lucy ; I wish to speak to Ada, yet. 

Lucy. Yes, yes , good bye, Ada. (kissn her,) 

[ExU. 

Tern. Oh ! now my soul doth grow mi^ty in 
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Think it ; malicious coitiage of an enVioiii braiil f 

Yet, I love thee, Ada, ptttely a&r they "vrfao sing 

Eternal joy, lore. And 'tid torttire to think 

When most thy Idvd is mine, that I am least ft . 

For thy happiness. 

Yet Fortnne bids me — I must go, Ada. 

Now, now, I must not think omH. 

I trust a day will come when I may seek 

Thee 'gain unchanged. 

A blessing so protracted, 00 unoertttin I 

But we, we must be patient now. 

Wilt wait, Ada ? 

Ada. Oh, Horace! 

Tem. Farewell I Keep thy soul in YiOp^y 
But fear the worst ; fbr, when Fortune tum# 
Against a man, all men incline to fallow her. 
Bemember, tho' to me it be torture, Ada^ 
To think the time may net^ come — 
Yet reniember, t will not drag you to my WOM 
Farewell I Farewell! 

ilia. Fat^weil t 

[iS^r n«tA» into a chmt atid lOMpH 

SCENE IIL— Esther Martm'$ Im, 

Enttr WiLt FxLLOWSi 
Pel. (solus). 1 must not be a fool to my revenge, 
And, damning, damn myself to share 
The flame with those I'd curse ! 
But I have sworn, and swear, Uy be equal to 
The dog ; and the time shidl oomei 
Why bean he not my robbing ta I hte ! 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



■ f 



FATE. AotU. 



I wore not sour face, nor prayed the more, 

Nor cringed, nor groaned \ but passed 

I through vilest rumors 'bout myself, 

Until what I am becomes me, as they say, 

As well as what I was. 

But, aye! the kennel's now removed — 

The dog is howling in the storm that pelts 

His sides, when he, had nature been obeyed, 

MiG:ht rest beneath the clouded vault, 

And dream as e'er before I 

Oh, no ; I'd wrong no man innocent , 

But I can hate till hate grows hell. 

The man who placed me down thus low 

In the strange catalogue ; — dissembling knave I 

Ha ! that, that truth I — may be. 

Tet on meditating this no pricking comes. 

As doth report of honest men who cheat. 

No — no — it will not — shall not ; 

For I'll not do the deed. Impetuous 

Youth, ascribing to himself the knave 

To act, shall in the boiling of 

His jealous blood, unawares the plot, 

This killing do. — And Trueman's hand 

Shall work vengeance on himself. 

And on another doubly well. 

It is the time he named to meet me here. 

If I have destroyed a woman's power, 

And placed my own instead, there's rife 

In him self-destruction I 

But I do fear him, for as I do expect 

He will by monstrous passion act ; 

In else, I do fear his love will wait 

Beturn with struggling for it, till 
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What I would have to pass be checked 
In discovery. He comes 1 

lEnter HarRY TruEMAN.] 

(aside) And the simple fool's not here, 
— Well, well, friend Trueman, 
How goes all now? 

Tru. So, so, Fellows, only so, so ; yet 
I like this business not. 'T is foul 
To conscience, sir ; and I'll no more 
On't. 

FeL Well, well, sir ; it is yours, 
And at your will it is over. Let 't he done ; 
Sut will I long remember Harry Trueman, 
How weak the man who would not kick 
A reptile from his path ; and rather than 
To bruise its head, let it stay to stick ita fang 
Into his life I 

I knew 't was so when I did find you the mock 
And pitted man of fools, for having been 
So weak as to let a simple girl laugh loud 
At you, and not hear it. 
Well, well I I'll leave you to yourself. 
Keep on as you do wish ; — rather than wound 
Thy foe, take the self-same dagger for yourself, 
And die ! 
(starts to go, and turns) 'Tis well, thy way — ^what I would is 

nought. 
But he who would destroy will find you in 
His way, if thou doest not rob him of 
The prize, and do't thyself. 

Tru. Hold, hold I 

Do not leave me, Fellows. I — I did 
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Bat revoit ; my consoieoee prii^ks \tm\f 
At false alarm, and plays the check 
tJnto desire. 

I would but find a righting <ft 
The wrong, and make 't not worse ! 
The silly fool will be here anon, and then 
What e'er the time demands, no tender heart 
Nor feeling shall deny^ 
My soul did take the oath when parted we 
Before ; bat since then, I have thoaght 
And thought, and dreamed. Fellows ; 
And so would account my waT^ing noWi 
I did think how hissed the herd ! 
My blood did fly unto my head, and the& 
f'orth, in my imagination, drew I 
This weapon. Ere I did raise it 
for attack, it threw hot drops of blood 
Into my face, till I did cry for peace. 
So natural was 't I did take my kerchief 
And wipe my face — ^lookd on 't — and naught 
But briny sweat was there. 
There is treachery in Nature thus to dare 
And fright us from it. 
Unless we follow as an eager child 
The tricking toy, it doth coax us to it ; 
And when the soul doth grasp at it 
So, it is not there. A step again, and so I 
There is misery here. 
And from myself I cannot drive it; 
The prompter that 's within grows weary of 
The task, and doth speak, 

Tongue-tied, when should shriek the agony of HelL 
Ift needed voice before ! 
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— A thought the more and then— - 
Fel The fool is here ! 

Enter JORN. 

Tru, (eagerly approaching him,) But what hast thon ? 

John. This letter, sir. 

[Tbueman readi. 

Fel Come this way. (John and he approach.) 
Be quiet till I question — then to it. 
What brought you ? 

John. That 's from Miss Ada. 

Fel (aside) From her I 
60 stand there. 

TVu. (approaching.) She says she doth forgive tl^ wrong 
I *ve done ! 
What have I done that so fair a maiden can 
Forgive, when, couched in words as humble as 
The slave's before a master's seat, I sent her but 
This morn repentance deep. 
Oh, woman 1 how, how blessed in human kindness 
Thus to forgive I Aye, she hath not said. Forget I 
'T is not in woman's soul. What said she more — 

(Reads) ** I do not believe we can hold the communing of 
our souls for none save whom good heaven granted. So 
then blame me not that I never loved thee f " 

No, no ! I'll not blame thee. 
Fair, oh most fair maiden, that couldst not 
Take pity on my soul, and love against thy will I 

Fel What there ! what now I 

Iru. A most proper question ; — 
What if it be a warrant, sir ? 

lU. I meant not to offend. Yeur tlioughti^^ 
They—they— 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



4f P A T B. Act U. 

7ru. What has been — what ia — what moBt be f 
That I'm thinking on. 
If hell be hot for fiends and such like folks, 

Or t* other world be that to them 

(cmde.) T is false I I did not swear, 

When said she that she loved me not. 

I did not so ; but, but wherefore 

Do they scorn, when passing me, and speak, 

If speak they, "Good morrow,** as if I were 

Not man as well as they. 

Wherefore, wherefore — but *t is not my fault 

As goes her thoughts that loved I 

E'en 80 deeply. Cease ! 

Away, away with it I [^folding the note. 

There is no logic in my brain, no goodness in 

My heart. I can 't translate an angel's 

Message ; but from hell comes now the 

Essence of my mind : they did drive 

Me there ; and 't were a wondroua 

Miracle, were I not the madman or 

A knave ! 

Fel, {aside.) Ah, ha ! Wesley did my work full well. 
The rumor rides on every tongue ; 
He cannot leave me now. 
And they do turn from the high, proud, 
And most rich Truman now I 
Misfortune oft doth unbosom friends ; 
And he will like my working better 
For it. 

The time is ripe ; — I'll to it now. 

( to Trueman.) I stood to-day before the Inn, — there heard 
I a straggler say. Horace Temple went 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



BcmllL FATl. U 

To-day to work his way much humbler, and 
I hear them venture, some one did it all; 
But they 'd not say who, but that he met 
The scorn ewll due him.; and so 

Tru. Thou liest 1 They said not so-— 
They dared not — no I 

Fel. Well, well, sir. I care not what 
For that. The simple fellow, there, 
Did hear them too. 

Tru, Did'st hear them, fool? 

John, In truth I did, sir; } 

And said--^nd said — they what he told 
You, sir. (tohile FeUow$ eyes him.) 

Yes — yes — yes, sir ! I did. 

Tru, (aside,) I do suspect deception here. 
No well assured tongue e*er spoke 
An answer thus, tho' it were a fool's. 
Ill think again. And, — 
Fellows, do you swear? 

Fel. Swear I No, I'll not swear, 
There's nothing left to swear by, 
When you would have a friend to give 
An oath to test his strength. 
No, if time has not yet proved 
I am, in all, a friend and servant now, 
I'll not give oath to prove mjself ! 

Tru, Well said, in truth in this he shall 
Be servant — friend, we'll see. 
(to Fellows.) Come, come, Fellows, what traffic now 
Propose ; since last we met the chance 
The times have changed. 
This Horace Temple-r-mark, 'twas he proolaimed it*-- 
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Is no friend, and langbs to rob me, as he thinks, 

Of all my joy. Ada — pray grace on her — ^thinks 
As angels thinks of mortal weakness ; by her 
I'm pitied — pitied. Kind pity from 
That woman we do love is worse, far worse 
Than damnation from ten thousand men 
We hate I 

But, but, we will speak alone, and briefly. 
Fool, stand there. 

Fel, To you I do entrust the working. Fellows. 
I have come to 't. Thy head is older, and 
With youth stands not reason as it doth 
With you. But speedy, sure, it must 
Be done, then I'll abide the issue. 
Now I will stand aside and must not be 
Of mention in 't. This, this keep true : 
I'd have this Temple knOW the stuff 
I'm made of — yet do no murder, lest 
What else were sweet, be bitter to the core I 
And turn the beam against myself, 

IVm. (aside.) So, so — begins the work ! 
Ere this is done, to her I'll go again. 
Lest this enacted shall o'erthrow what may be, yet 
(to Fellows.) Let him suffer, and thus revenge. 
But act it well, and reward no mite 
I will bestow and thank you for 't. 
Kemcmber, we will meet anon I [^Exit. 

Fel " And thou shalt be rewarded." 
I shall, with all due honor I shall be 
For my tricks. Ha, ha, I shall, for wrongs 
Long standing 'gainst the dog Lucius Temple, 
And for what a Harry Trueman did me 
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And still, I need not swear myself 

An honest friend I Bevenge his wrongs I 

Oh I rare demotion — snatch the dagger — do 

The killing for a friend I 

Fool, fool ! to see no farther here I 

To let a ruffled soul like this be raging in 

A breast ; and still see not, or not 

Translate I 

But, well for me 'tis so, when youth 

Impetuous thinks to do a deed involving mneh 

The eye stiynds still upon the goal ; and see 

They never onoe the snares, the falls, the pits 

Between ! 

But to my work. The faithful Wesley is 

But aft this Temple. He shall get 

The rumor forth, the why and wherefore 

There I 

And I shall aid my friend to his ends I 

John. In faith, my work is done, my pay, sir. 

Fd. Stop, fool— *cease ! 

John, Ah, by Saint Peter, I like it not. IVe sworn to 
what I know not, and allowed the gentleman to Call me 
fool. I do not so again, I do swear ye. My shillings, sir — 
my shillings, please? 

FeL (gives a purse.) Now, I tell you, if once your tongue 
do way of this, you shall suffer for it. Listen, you muiit 
diel 

John. Oh, sir I oh, sir I Never — never I 

Fel. Begone I [ExU John. 

And now I'll to an ending of damning fears*— a rest to- 
night. Ah, his servant — ^firiend — ^tme, true as the world 
wags, I am his friend, his servant now ! {^Exeunt. 
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SCENE lY.^Another Room in the Same. 

Enter Mr8. Gosby. 

Mrs. Goshy. (solus.) There is somethiDg wrong I We 
folks don't know all, tho\ Not a whit I say. Since that 
grand party at Lucius Temple's, where my Ada did out 
shine them all, and Horace Temple did, they say, tell her 
of all his love in a moment. Ah, woeful when I The poet 
hath it. oh, for the change 'twixt now and then, when I was 
yours. In faith, I am not old ! John Rattler says it ; and 
my Ada loves her good old grand-dame — no, no, not old ; 
for ' tis plain if I were old and wrinkled too, she could not 
love me; and, besides, my boy, ah, my noble John, could 
not smile, for sour meat, as some do say, is infectious. Hey, 
ho ! * Tis a pity that my Ada mourns somehow for these 
good folks, that died so long ago, when tossed I in my arms 
the child so good ! The little babe just begun its busy 
hum and prattle, when the good souls died. They left the 
child to me ; but when I did rest before my door, and she 
had grown to some few years, she ran to me and put her lit- 
tle hand in mine, said she: Can't you tell me who they are? 
Then I was afraid, I did not want to know. Then the little 
prattler said : They will come to see you too, grand-dame. 
Presently some gentle folks came up and straight did want 
my child. They begged and begged, and I did weep and 
weep , my little child did come closer to me. They told me 
what they'd do for her, and said that I should come to town 
and keep an Inn. I wept and wept; first said no, and then 
cried yes. But now 'tis well, for Mr. Harlow loves my babe, 
and she loves them too. But when my Ada's sad she always 
comes to her grand -dame. Alas ! she's very sad now I 
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Enter JoHN BaTTLSR. 

Well, well, my John, where hast thou been the while? 
What's the matter now ? 

Jo7in» Oh, yes, Mrs. Gosby, (distressed^) 1 can't, I can't, 
Oh! 

Mrs, Goshy, Come, come, my boy, tell me ; I command 
you! Why this trembling? 

John, I would, but oh, I can't. My life is sought by vil- 
lains, ghosts, gobblins, hogs, witches, will-o'-the-wish. He 
said it; yes, he said it, and I know it ; oh, oh! 

Mrs, Go9by. John, my John, 'tis well, a weighty purse. 

John, I'll die if I but speak, Mrs. Gosby. 

Mrs. Gosby. Speak, speak ! or you will die, my boy. 

John, Oh, Mrs. Gosby, take it, (^W8 pttrse^) teke it. The 
devil 18 in it if I do keep it. 

Mrs, Gosby, How came you by it? 

John, Oh, Mrs. Gosby, please don't, please don't; for if 
I Npeak, around my neck a knife or halter runs and stops 
my breath ! 

Mrs, Gosby. How can this do so ? You shall suffer if you 
do not tell me all, my John. 

John, And if I do, why I am certain so. He, he will 
keep his word. I know the villain will ; and if I don't I 
oan'l sleep, but some old hag is rumbling over my head, 
drawing me through dens and bogs, where ghosts, white 
from the grave, do stare at me, and wake me from my bed, 
cold, cold, trembling, Mrs. Gosby. 

Mrs. Gosby. Be a man, and stand aright, my John. You 
have done wrong ; tell, tell Mrs. Gosby all, she can and she 
will help you. How this purse ? 

John. That fellow, that devil Fellowa, has destroyed my 
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peace o' mind ; he has made me a fool, and swore I should 
else he would kill me dead, Mrs Gosby I 

[getHng clou to Mn Ootby. 

Mrs Oozhy, Fear not, fear not! 

John, Well then, that purse, that devil gave it to me after 
I had made a gentleman, 'twas Mr. Trueman that people 
say's so rich and strange withal. Yes, when I made him 
believe I was a fool, a fool, Mrs. Gosby, in answering yes to 
what I know not j and made believe I'd seen what I ne'er 
dreamt of. I'd sworn I'd not do it, but I did carry answer 
to Mr. Trueman to this Inn, and here found him. Then, 
then I fell to it again, Mrs. Gosby, and he gave me the 
purse. Oh, Mrs. Gosby, oh ! That Fellows said he'd sent 
aft Master Horace, and I do, by Saint Peter, believe he is 
doing som'ing out o' fashion, Mrs. Gosby. He makes believe 
he loves Mr. Trueman. when I do know for certain that he 
hates him much. I do. 

Mrs. Gosby, (aside.) When the knave's at work the fool 
betrays him. When Fellows thinks, I'm sure some hell- 
work's out for doing. And Wesley, who fears, or loves, else 
likes the trade, has gone aft Master Horace I There is 
much awrong, and I must see to it soon, and watoh it now. 
Ah, my guests do wait. Come, come, my John, if he should 
think to do thee harm, my knight shall protect you. My 
Ada comes to-morrow, and then I'll see to this — I will, I 
will. [Exeunt, 

SCENE lY.— Richard Harlow's Parlor. 
Servant admits Harrt Trueman, 

Tru, Tell Miss Ada that I am here. 
Serv, Your name, if it please, sir. 
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Jh#. (tf«aej.) Ak^UI X'^^wrflfo^^ft*. 

Tell her timiB^rry Tnnemiftfi umiM Im frew^oe hfm^ 

We are vain to h^. calkil ^tisoag; and thus but prove 
The lack of strength I Mad ambition would ^i?e 
Us up to fill the tjifone i^ msiui^i poirer; the w^atj^ 
Of brain, the hell «f ioul dotin qr^ m wad ( 
And yet contested I, and damned me in defeat^ 
Surcharge tif pawioA h^d«i me ^ pui^oae, 
Tho* in most «MiQ*fl ej^ my prospecit 'a hell. 
One by one, friends h^e t!iurqA4,^e ^OTA— * 
Projects failed— and hope '» tmk»B ^t ^ qoii^I 
For these I care n^tl-^l^c ^^m h^ 
'Tis but tho waking up t3» mm lo J^atme'a boak. 
One purpose yet. <i|odai it %ufi| ool fail; 
Else I do let the trembling bent to hc^noQi thlo^ 
Fall back, and diavge the inaking of my will, 
That pass my fortune to ^0 bagging p^Qf , 
While haiaid I the 4ie, xeiNtn^! 
When Fortune sends her favors, as ripples on 
A sun^kissed lake itt Mfe^ we da aeorn. him 
Whom she has teried. Vanity deth make ua aay 
We ne'er had done as he f he. ia mosl weak— ^ 
A fool ; and so they glide malicious rumor *bouft, 
That I am not a man, and ery me weak 
To dwell on Taki things so. 

But soft, she eomea) 
Now soul be calm and generous! And brain 
Submissive as years of dotage to my eause ; 
Then may I act myself 

BtUer Aba. 
Ada. €ked mor»i«g M. (b&w$^) 

5 
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3Vii. I tliank thee, lady. Time has not 
Grown feeble yet ; I ean remember when thy emiles 
Were merrier than tbey are. 

Ada, Be seated, sir, I 

If it please youi 

Tru. (atdde.) Be still, be still, and tell 
Thy story all in whispers now. I must not let 
It be — not yet I 

(/o Ada.) I have come, lady, not to wound 

Thy pleasure by my presence ; for I do esteem 
Thy feeling much, and more than thou; 

Did I not, 'twere certain thou wouldst weep I 

At my own cruelty. No, rather had I feel | 

Eternal torture on my head, than see thine eyes 
To weep ; tho' it is as Nature hath it ; April on < 

A rose's cheek doth enrich 't. 

Ada. Ay, sir, 'tis true. I 

But the hoar frost is what was called | 

ISuch April gems; and yet doth shrivel up the cheek 
Of passion-flower. 

I am glad that you are here 
So merry, and I'd that I could be merry; but 
When sad events do come at once, they do 
O'erpower one so weak. 

And thou dost know 
Misfortune hath come to those most worthy else; | 

And how dear are they to me. Thou wilt excuse ' 

This lack of mirth, knowing what. my will ^ 

Would do. 

Iru. (aside.) Already falls the blow. 
Qo Ada.) Ah, thou art generous-minded, lady, to be so 
Sympathetie. *Tis well thou thinkst not of 
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Thj friends in all alike. 

Ada. Why not? 

Methinks 'tis all in all to me — my friends t 

Iht. And hast thy memory been fickle, too? 
(cuide.) No, no ! delusion wrought me so ; 
But now my story were as nought- 
Yet must be told. 

Ada, (aside.) He has come for more than't seetts ! to 
torture me 
Thus after all I've done. 

(Jo Tbuehan.) Beceived you my note 

On yesterday ? I told you all then, sir. 

Tru. I did ; and therefore am I here, to find 
A heaven or hell hereafter 1 
Lady, I do love thee ! 

Ada. Love me ! 

2?Vtf. Ay, ay f love thee as well as mortal can. 
Thou knowest well how wisely I how deeply. 
This visitation witnesseth ; how much returned^ 
Thy looks betray ! 

Ada. This exceeds your right, sir. 

Ifu, Long, long since, I passed that to heaven, Iady« 
You question what I claim not ! 
(aside,) Rebellion, cease, until the last 
Frail link of honesty is snapped. 
Now beam thou kindly, heaven— tis what should be. 
Or not. 

(to Ada.) Lady, canst tell me hope 
For what I live ? Thy breast is gentle, and 
Methinks the love I have should meet thine own. 
My hope — is it granted, lady? 

Ada. Oh t you ask 
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What I eannotgiye. 

7ru. Then ( [Ifanit i/- 

Ada. Stay ! stay I oh, hear me, sir ! 
I would not have helieve what I am not f Do net 
Wrong me . 

Tm. Wrong thee f 

Can Harry Trueman now wrong thee ? 
Then doet not think it. What I am, and what 
Thou thinkst, may be not alike ; yet thou canst not hoM 
An estimation strong enough for what I*d do 
To think it wronging thee; — save, mayhap, it were 
To pluck the thorn and break it, ere then couldst ^rttst it 
To the very core of soul. 

Ada. Yet— yet, Fd have thee hear Hie I 

Tru, Then, ask, by the 
Influence thine eyes have had upon me; by 
The charms so well arrayed for conquest ; aye, 
By hopes, cold — dead! — the pangs you smile 
To see festering here I 

Yes, ask by the brain-searing that thy tongue 
Hath worked ; by the madness here ;— *tlie damnation 
Hereafter f And I will mute the wind, 
In the fullness of its sighing ; the night-bird 
Deny its melancholy song : the blear-eyed, 
Hungered snake its noiseless, venom-crawling; — ^Tim^e 
Shall hold to peace, dost thou but ask 
By these, lest I do love the smallest accent of 
Thy voice. 

Ada. Oh, mercy ! mercy ! sir ! 

7Vt«. (aside.) Oh, God I that this were not t 
The struggle 'gainst the vulgar cry and acorn, 
The falling way of those professing much — 
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These, these did e'en but rouse a liom h&t^ 

And fit me for any place ^mong man. 

Unswerving will did sometimes yield 

Unto a wodcisg gainst them ; but Hopt, 

A weak man's ignis fatuns, staid within, 

And swore me to an honest hhimI. 

But now, this stroke doth oyeriep my powV ; 

And I will but bide the iasue, 

And — but a lady weeps before me now ; 

My presence doth beget it — should. 

Grant me pardon, lady, 
If I have harmed thee 1 I wcndd not give offenctt 
To one so fair — so kind, and kind as fitix. 
I '11 come not soon again — ^weep nvt. 
So, so. Good-morrow. Lady, we part ; but weef 
No more — we part not yet forever ! [^Exit. 

Ada, (solus,) Come back, ai£^ghted thought 
Unto my wo ! Gone I gone I And this 
A dream, or true 7 'T was he that tortured me ; 
'T was he, and said she lihat he seeks to harm 
My Horace ? No I no ! it shall not be. 
I will to her. See, see it was before 
He came ; and then 't was soon, else soon 
Too late. Away I away ! he suffers ere 
I go. [Exit. 

SCENE v.— ^ Street. 

Enter William Fellows. 

Fel. (solus) All moves my wish, and passes well 
Unto the act. He, Trueman, goes to-day to damn 
Himself, and then to feel my friendship more 
To him, than, if so it can, revenge to me. 
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It is strange — he comes. 

Enter Harrt Tbuihan. 
Ah, ha! ah, ha! 

Tru. Fellows/tis done. Now push your work 
Full fast, and tell me often of it, that 
The raging here may yet surcease. 
And have you thought ? — What of Temple ? 

Fel .He will have full attention soon, 
For Wesley serves him now. 

Tru. This, this 

I charge: to public eye, I am not of it. 
You do take the work in hand — not I. 
Come to my house, when soon thy news 
May welcome find. Come not with doleful looks, 
And whine defeat. 

I am not fit to tell 
My willing now, but when a rest has brought 
Me back my wits, I'll think on 't the more. [^Oitizeni pa$». 
Those curious dogs do watch us, and we must not now 
Linger here. To-morrow come, and tell 
Me oft. 

Come not this way. 

Fel. Your will, your. will. 

(aside.) And my revenge for the brand of knave! [JS^etml. 
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SCENE I, — Horace Temple' $ room-- Time: night 

Tern, (ruing,) *T is over now, and I 

May e'en as well think on 't, to be content with what 'a 
My fate inevitable. 

The day hath been a day of storm, and now I feel 
The wind, refreshing to my senses, and sweet 
To bring me sleep. How goes the night ? 

J[Tuming to the clock. 
*T is midnight! Why, I had not dreamed it so. 
Four hours since — no more — I left my desks, 
And thought the night would end my work ; 
Yet nothing have I done fit thinking of — 
But idly speculating as to what has been — 
What I would have to be — now finds me here 
Apast the laboring time, in nothing bettered by it. 
I 've lectured to tljis rebellious soul 
Until the very sound of my own voice fell hoarse; 
Reckoning all the evils that vile discontent and 
A hope for more do bring.upon it. 

Impatience had 
E'en raised its wing to ca,tch the wave of some 
Faint murmur, and begone, when still came to 't 
The cold moral of my speech. Yet, yet, 
When this questioning of what, of what is good 
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Doth cease, it folds its pinioos down, and reata 

Unrest about mj brain, while Imagination whirU 

To dizziness the unsettled, hopeful mind. 

I have scorned poverty, and I toil a very slave 

To ten, to twenty masters; the living one, 

Tho* not rounded with the cast of lib'ral stuff, 

The tyrant least of all. Sometimes — ^a Roman state — 

Black Melancholy holds a gloomy rule ; suooessor, 

Most usurping Mirth, doth, as the sun, after Spring storms. 

Such to-night, gleam within my soul and suck 

The mouldering damp. Extremes do tose me 'bout^ 

As I were lost to reason, ar>d to action, botk ! 

And it is not my doing — no more than from sheer 

Strong will the night orb in pale in eternal 

Revolutions ; no more than Time doth send 

The flesh that rolled in glory through a term 

Of years, unto a grave to rot, predestined so ! 

Thus virtue is its own reward, and crime 

Its own accuser to the world ; and thus 

Our fathers damn us , — conceiving sin — 

And they who first were, do answer for the race I 

From state to state I've passed to merit — this 

The least of all : a choice, what I would. 

And when I look within, no spot the more 

Doth meet my eye, that I may say 'tis my desert. 

Always have I kept watch against my fate — 

And still — and still, — but hold! 

That is the sin ; rebellion foul — most foul — 

'Gainst heaven's revelation ; and it is — it is 

For that, that I am here. 

How presume I thus of what 's of heaven ? 

How know I what is willed? Not knowin<^, shall 
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I yield myself to &ie, veUoi nil, sud sit me down 

To wait what hath been trilled ? That^tbat 

Were 'gainst all haman reason ; fbr I am flesh, 

And siBoe that sin, eontinnal hunger cannot be. 

Inert, I should but famish, die and rot ; 

And yet this doing wosld bat seem the end to fate's 

Decree, made by myself! This— this I had not thonght, 

And yet doth come, as conolnsion, from the very gist 

Of logic. 

'T is strange we run into such pits, 
When the light of our own best judgment doth 
Surround, to pick the way. 
I '11 no more of it; tho' 'tis hard— 'tis very hard, 
To thus condemn myself, when I had thought. 
My working was my tAst and all ! 
Be patient, now, my soul ; rebel no more ; 
But bear the trial 'bove thyself to make 
The happier man in this 'whelming tide of toil.* 
I fain would be content, and bide my time. 
As seems I should, but comes the mem'ry of the face 
Of whom to me hath inspiration in her eye, 
An angel in her heart, and love like heaven — 
Eternal, pure and constant, in her gentle breast. 
'T is all for me! Oh, how rich, possessing it! 
And yet how poor to be so rich! A.lrealth 
Btit magnifying what's beyond, to show the mind 
How poor indeed ; possessing all, a pauper sUU ! 
I will not think of thee, sweet heart — siveet soul-— 
My own. The thought of thee would fill my soul, 
Were 't so conceptive large, to hold this universe 
At will. Thou — thou treasured— here, all stand 
To watch the treasure, and no other thought dare breathe 
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Beside ! So, fond memory, farewell to-night ! 
I mast to myself, and hasten on the time 
Of calling back the hopeful thought of thee. 

[^4^ at a table and examine tome paptn. 
It is not here. What if the soulless dog 
Hath destroyed it, as a waste, overwritten sheet. 
Fate, fate! Ah, no; George Maler took 't 
To-day unto a critic of such work. To*night 
He said he would return, and tell me how 
It passed fault-finder*s eye. But now, 
Unless by chance, he '11 not bethink him! 
That anxious I would give a rest to know its fate. 
So, so — to*morrow's toil before 'tis known f [^ knock. 

'T is he ! Come in, come in, sir. 

Enter Georqb Maler. 
Friend George, why so late ? *T is past midnight; 
And men of your calm nerve should ere this 
Be sleeping soundly, with never once a start 
In sleep. 

Ma. You forget, Horace, you forget. 

Tern. Yes, yes, I do forget ! 

Ma. Well, well, 

To-night the critic judged your work — 'twas so 
Appointed. 

Tern. And what's the end ? 

[^George Maler handi htm the MS* 
And this the answer ? — Judgment passed he 
Thus silently ? Said he no more ? 

Ma. Oh, yes. He spoke much more. He said 
'T was fair — so, so ; that the author could write. 
And time would help him out ; but 
He could not risk the work ; — too young. 
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Tern. Too young! That, that the judgement? 
Nature is at fault, not I. Too young I 
And thus I'm cheated of my bread and hope ( 
George, these fellows who are old in damning 
Shall not cry me down. Think you not, as I, 
'T were better tried again ? for what 'tis iforth 
'T is worth, and I hold authorship to stand 
The blow. 

Ma, It must be tried again ; 

For I do hold this sentence null. 
Let 't not weigh down your mind. 
I do believe there 's merit in it 

Tern, Flattery, soothing 

Flattery t How it calms our souls to hope 1 
But, but — deceptive, so. Away ! Gome, come 
Where pale, fair Dian throws her softest rays ; 
The air is balmy, too, to-night. Come ! 

Ma. And yet, the hour, Horace. 

Tern. 'T is past midnight. I had rather be 
With Nature, when the turmoil of babel tongues 
Throws no discord o'er the scene : then I 
Am more the man, and less the brute in passion. 
Come! [j&bennr. 

SCENE II,— Moonlight. 

Eater Horace Temple and George Maler. 

Tern. 'T is fair to-night. 

Ma, Yes, very fair above. 

Tern. Last night I had a wondrous dream 
Of Ada, and it touched me much. 
Ma. And what the dream ? 
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Tern. That she did die. 

And I did mourn for her. Yet ere ehe died, 
I found her ; end she, when etmggUng, oried 
*' aod bless thee/' till «he died 1 

JUa, In Imth, ft meet 

Melancholy dream, If thon dost think on *t 
'T will come again. 

Tern. Oh, no ! oh, no ! 

I ne'er think on 't, for I have dreamed ten thousand dvtams, 
By night and day, of blessings and of woes, 
And neither first or last, in real dream appaaiwl 
As I did dream it : — and still we dream 
Until, I reck it so, old brains lose fancy's play. 
Yet, yet, George, 't is hard to think oar living is 
To die ; the' know we that all must grow eld 
And withered. — 

The eye grow oold, and glare 
Through constant tears !— The heart's fresh, warm hlood 
To clot — the tint, the bloom of beauty, with 
The heart to pass away ! 

'T is said 'tis bearable, 
Thinking that we, too, must be old and cracked in bvaan; 
Yet seems beyond life's glow, there is naught worth 
The living for — save hereafter, and we are not 
Eager for that ! 

Ma. True, true; and yet, 

Why this pallid catch of thought ? You said, 
To-day, j^ou had quit this melancholy. 

Ttm. 'T is easy said^ we will ; — to do doth sometimes ask 
Much more. We think how angels act — 
Wc act as men. Too much alloy in 
The composition, George. 
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Ma. ¥00 try 

My patience, Horace. 

Tern. No, no — no* eo I 

Ma, Why not tkink of what most afffeeto yonf 
Tour father's firiends are anzious fi>r him, and 
It is reported, now, a robbery, and do loss from 
Overdoing business. All think^^^ye, know, 
The law doth favor him, and must reverse 
The unjust judgments on his lands. 
It cannot be long before your fortune is regainedi 

Tern. 'Twere right — 'twere just. It is not that 
I want ; it i& bapptaesa, happUeaa ! 

Ma. That gives all things : with all most powerful ; 
With ihe worldly, and ail are worldly, it makes 
The lord a kna¥e^the knave a lord; makes Christunis 
Of Anti^Christ m^n, the lover fortunate, the poor 
Man hopeful. Tbo' nor leasts nor all, it ia 
The mew of the world'jB arm ! 

T^. 'T«i^'t.iaflo. Alas, the lack of it! 

Ma. And if xwt so, by much else exhort I. A4^ 
la opt wen, nor have you acoompliahed else 
Attempted. 

lem. Hast heard augbt ? 

Ma. Oh, no, no ; nothing, save Harry Trueman loves 
Her ftow, aU aeem to think, as woU ae tiioa ; 
And, taking all in all, his right is better put 
Than thine. 

Tern. You do but try me, Oeorge. 

My lovie is as the very life of life, and Uierefore I 
Do struggle for her. You do mistake me. 
Althb' these weary fanoies come upon my tongue, 
Yet I have fortitude, and purpose much, 
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Not yet foretold to yon. But wait; my bndn 

Is not always so ; for now, to-night, I have 

The chances ta*en against myself, and, too, 

In thought have reasoned well to justice (if'i» 

We had best be gone. To-morrow I will send 

My copy to you ; and may we not hear 

From those good folks ? My sister, when 

She lefl, did promise all the news 

Of Ada and our friends. 

I see it's your will, so good-night. [Exeunt, 

SCENE III. — Esther Martin's Inn — Mrs. Oosbt'b room. 

Mr$. Gosh/, (solus, a lookinp-glass an her lap. She u 
combing her hair.) Better, much better now. This new 
white cap my child did give me on yesterday, her birth-day, 
doth become me well, well indeed. My John did say it was 
a pretty cap upen a pretty head, (laughs.) I do believe he 
thought it. So now, to-day, £ promised the child to send 
afler Master Temple. Yes, and I have not thought what to 
write him yet. I'll think it o'er, and then I'll see how my 
Ada likes it when she comes. [^Sits at a table wriiing. 

Enter Ada. 

Ada, Good morrow, grand-dame, (kisses her.) good mor* 
row. What are you busy about so earnestly, now ? 

Mrs. Gosby. Wait, wait ! Ah, now 't is done. Why, I 
am so glad to see you, but now you are so pale I 

Ada. No, good grand-dame, you only think so. Let me 
clear your specs ; they are very moist. (Takes herspea and 
wipes them.) And did you send to Horace for me ? 

Mrs. Gos. No. 
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Ada. No! 
Jfrt. Goi. Not yet, for I have just written here what yoa 
did ask me ; and I wanted you to see it first. Lookl Tell 
me — ^it seems very proper, do n't it ? [Ada reads* 

Ada. Yon say, good grand-dame, that I did ask yon 
Inform him of it ; and that is not the custom now. 
Do write again, and say but for yourself what 
I would say, but write not I said it ; for he 
Would deem me too easy of love, and raise 
The pride against it. As thou, asking why 
This pallor, why these signs of tears, so write, 
Good grand-dame. 

Mrs, Goi, Ah, so ! 'Tis well I do understand it yet, for 
my young days are no great way back, and thou canst test it 
too. So, So, I '11 write it now. [^She torttes. 

Ada. Stay I What hast thou written, good grand-dame? 

Mrs, Gos. It commences thus : ^^ Dear Mr. Temple" — that 
is all, my child. 

Ada, Last night, last night, good grand-dame, 
I sat alone beside my window, and I heard 
Two men beneath, in whispers talking, when 
One spoke of Horace, and of Mr. Trueman, and 
The answer was that he had seen that Horace Temple, but 
Could not pursue the plan. A hoarse voice 
Did call him dog, and said he must, or he 
Would not receive his wages for his hire. 
Then he promised much, [dame? 

And started for his errand. What thinkst thou, good grand 
What— what of this ? 

Mrs. Gos, Ah, ah! this is a monstrous world! And this 
is as my John did confess, my child. 'Twas that rascal 
Fellows and his dog ; they would do wrong to your noble 
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Master Temple, fiat they '11 nuM it, for John ahUl b^ off 
to-morrow to infJorm him of it. 

Ada. Oh, quickly, quickly ! Polay may 4o 
What ne'er oan be undone, and ho whom I lovie 
As all of tiih, be wronged — ^blasted, when it ii%hi not 
Have been t 

He must bo hero, else the power 
Of Trueman will kill my hopo-^take away my lift; 
For he doth come and scorch my ears with woida 
That ne'er should be for suoh as I have been to hia. 
I cannot be what I am not; and yet he wiH not Usiea 
Unto my vindication of myself. There is a strangea^iB in 
His acting that doth make me tremble when he comes. 
And comes he not to wait my will, but as if I 
Had granted him to come as one a fkvored suitor for 
My hand? 

Tho', tho' he swears devotion at 
The shrine, yet never once hath he worn countettanea 
Of feeling, but thus srtange, congealing strange, alwayat 
Were even my inclination so to love, his strange looka^ 
Words and actions would drive 3iy love to madnass or 
To hate ; for ne'er was woman's soul made love 
By so strange enactment. 

Oh, couldst thou, Horace, know to judge a woman's lovii^ 
Thou wouldst not mistrust her so,~Hleem in remote 
Suspicion that with him she loves misfortunes could 
Be else than fav'ring the depths of feeling for thee ! 
Her happiness, thy smile — her woe, thy sorrow \ 
Alas ! alas I 

Mr$. Gros. Ah, now 't is done, (atde^) But she is so p^rlio* 
ular, she may have me write again ;— then I'll not givo it la 
h6f^— *Coaie, come my child, thou art very sad to-day* 
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Ada. He eomes to-morrow, laid yon, good ^nd-dame? 

Mrt, Oo8. No, no. He will not come so soon. My Jobn 
sliall go to-morrow with the letter, and two ikioxe days will 
bring him here. 

Ada. So long, so long! 
And Harry Tmeman may come before to torture me. 
Oh, hind comforter-— my kind old mother, I am weary, 
Very weary of my life of woes. 

Mr$. Gro$. No, oh, no, my child ] yon should not be so. 
He will come in three short da3rs. 

Ada. Two saidst thou before, good grand-dame. 

Jfrs. Goi. So, so. But John must have some time to go. 
And three days will pass soon away ; then he will come^ and 
thou wilt be happy. 

Ada. Oh, how happy, I ! 

Mn. Oo$. But now I must attend to my duties, and thou 
shouldst return to rest thyself. My John is faithful, and 
Master Temple shall be here, my child. 

Ada. Qood grand-dame, thou art always kind. I will 
oome on the morrow, when he goes to Horace. So, good-bye, 
good-bye. J[Exit. 

Mr9. Ooi. Ah, the sweet child ! And she does love this 
Master Temple too much, too much for good. But young 
hearts must be warm — and mine has been alike, alike. 

[Evii 

SGENB IV.— Mamhon Melton's Office. 
Maumon Milton in hi$ ehair-'-^ clerk at the detk. 

Mel ChMrkS) Charles, where is Temple? 
Cha9. I think he will be h^re, directly, sir. 
Md. It is time he should be here. I pay him for bis la^ 
bor, and he should serve me better, Charles. 
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Cha$. H« ttriTM to Mrra you, air. - 

Mel Say you now he does, when 'tis ^ery htt snd ke is 
not here. Of late he never comes till he finds the tima. 
When he comes, he bears himself so strange and silent, too. 
He must serve me better; I say it, Clharles. (^A knock.) See 
who is there. 

Charlss admtU Wbslbt. 

Weslof. Is this Mr. Melton's oflBce? 

Mel, Ah, yes, sir. Walk in. 

Wes, I have a word for you on paper, sir, and €rst must 
tell my errand. Does a Horace Temple live with you, sir? 

Mel. He does, he does. 

Wes. Then I come to tell you that all above do say he it^ 
^ot honest; and I was sent with this that tells you why. 
(JSdnds htm the paper.) Bead it. (aside.) I must be gone 
from here. 

Mel. (reading.) And do you know this true, sir? 

Wes. As I believe — if not, let it go for nothing, sir. 

[Ikil. 

Mel. I thought it, I thought it, Charles. Horace is dis- 
honest. Have you found all right this morning ? 

Chas. I have, sir. That is not true — I don't believe hois 
so, no more than I, or you, or the best of us, sir. How came 
it so? 

Mel. See this, see this, Charles. 

Chas. (reads.) Bat who sent it? There is no name; and 
the truth needs no hiding. If he is the friend he says he is, 
why does he conceal his name, Mr. Melton ? 

Mel. Kead further, Charles, read further, where he tells 
me why, and says if it should be so, he will stand to prove 
it. Charles, 
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Chcu, Well, well I if thia be 8o, U b « pity, flir ; for I'll not 
believe tbere is an honest man born. 

Mel. And yet, Charles, I qannot run the risk to try him. 
I would it were not so ; but, but, he must go — he must. See 
what is his, and when he comes let him be sent again. This, 
this, Charles, you must do while I am gone. You can do it 
well, very well. [Cro% out. 

Enter Horace Temple. 

lem. Good morning, Mr. Melton. 

Mel, Good morning, Mr. Temple. 

Qhat. Stay, stay, Mr. Melton! Your speo's ai« on yotnr 
desk. Your key is in your private drawer. 

Mel. Ah, ha! I did forget. 

Cha$. (to Horace Temple.) Mr. Melton has a word for 
you. 

Mel. Charles ! Charles ! 

Chas. Read this, Horace. [6rii?c« the paper. 

Tern. How came ibis ? Do you believe this, Mr. Melton ? 

Mel. Well, Mr. Temple, Charles will fix it. I must to my 
business, sir. \^Starii. 

Tern, But, sir, as a man I ask it of you, and you shall not 
stir before you answer me. Do you put faith in this? 

Mel. Yes, yes — I do. 

Tern. Then, begone about your business ! It shall not be 
long before Mammon Melton shall deem it wise to swear he 
ne'er believed a syllable of this damned lie ! (^Melton ^Of 
out.) Charles, do you believe this true ? 

Chat. I do not, Horace. 

T&n. Who brought it here ? 

Cha$. A scurvy dog, with a rogue's face, and the sneak 
pace of an underthief I have not seen him about the plao« 
before. 
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Am. It— did h« aol toll Ui nifteT 

Chcu. No ; he went before it was as^ed. 

Tem. It may be it is the low-bred, wolMike Weelej, eeni 
by some blaek enemy. {SlarU.) But stay! Charlee, we 
have not been long together in the toils. Now I leare y<ra 
with this black enrse upon me in yotir eyes, if it be yo«r 
will to believe it. And 

Cfuu. It is not, it is not, Horace f 

Tern. My thanks ; tho' feeling that it will not be long be- 
fore the writer of it shall protest the authorship. Bat fiure* 
well I May kind fortune fayor you, fbr of the few you do 
merit kinder smiles. Farewell ! 

lExit. Ckarki looking after Atm. 

SCENE V. — A Street opening back. Time: mominf. 

Enter Georqe Malbb. 

Ma, (solus.) 'Tis news, good news; and yet I'll not 
Breathe a syllable of it, lest I may rashly anticipate, 
And thereby double the stroke of misfortune, 
Should it come. 

As I have promised, I have searched this matter of 
Lucius Temple's lands, and to-day am told 
That half will remain after all the debts are paid. 
Had not I loved the sister as I do, why, they had lived. 
Not a jot the wiser. 

Tet, yet, the world '« 
Not baser than we think. It's rewards are just, 
Tho' it doth take years to prove them so; and happiness, 
As I havo found, is not so much the event of 
Propitious circumstance, as of the will. 
We may be so in lowliest hut ; 
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We are often mad in palatial halb. Se, to 

It aeema my lot, to contentious Bpirits friend, 

To have the problem of this world appear 

In ohild-garb ; before my proper time of penance 

Have I staid at the altar of time-worn tmths. 

My friend I most leave to his distempered brain ; 

The straggle 'gainst the world, by Mammon Melton 

Represented, will make him the more contented man. 

And I will back to Lncy, and relate how I have 

The clue that draws near the time she did 

Appoint, — tho* I do believe, hoping it ne'er would come ! 

But ho! Horace! 

Enter Hobaob. 

Here ! the hour of engagement at 
The office ! 

Tern, (reading.) This damning liet — he work 
Of brain as foul as it is — it damns me to all 
The world ! and to act the honorable doth vouch 
For now ; it doth not prove what hath been. 
It hath the power here. Oh, Heaven ! why, 
Why so adverse, to crush my prospect ere 'tis ripe 
For good. 

But, but this must not be! 'Tis false, 
And then to hell with it ! And why should I 
Give 't argument in my brain ? 

George, 
Take that, and read the damnation on its face ! 

[i7aiu2i the paper* 
Ma. What! (reads.) Know you not who 
Sent it, Horace? 

Tern. A helI*hound drove 't to 

My presence. I do not know who sent it. 
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To Mammon Helton, Arom his fnoadi jon Mel 

I do not know his friend. 

ifa. Nor yonr fool enemy. 

Have you not thought who it may be 7 

Tern. No. I know the dog that fawned 
So well, and whom you did defend so nobly, sir. 
But see! [Wkslxy comet tii. 

See, see the dog I 

[Approaches him and hringg him/aneard. 
ril have it now I Here is the dog that gave 
The hellish writ to Mammon Melton. 

Ma. What, Wesley, the thief! 

Tern. Down — down 

With you, dog, and pray ; else swear to tell the truth 
Of this, Who sent you to Mammon Melton ? 

[Weslxt met ahud. 
Cease ; — or thou shalt not breathe a single respiration. 
Speak I 

Wes. (struggling.) Unloose! unloose me ! I can't breathe 
to speak. 

Tern. Speak ! speak quickly ! 

Wes, It was — 

'Twas Trueman, sir. 

Tern, {lets go.) I see it now, The plotting was 
Working well, had Wesley but escaped. 
But — but he hath not yet escaped. [Ejfes him. 

Ma. What, ho ! An officer here ! 

Enter Officer. 

Off with the dog ! I '11 make affidavit of 

His offense. [Ikceunt Offi,cer and WlSLST. 

Come, come ; we must see to this ; — 
And quickly, else too late. Horace. 
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2em, Ye&jjeB — wetnost. 

Enter John, making much ado. 

John. And is this Master Temple? OH, I am so glad to 
gee je bo. Give me thy hand, Master Temple, and Master 
Maler too. Ha, ha I Why I am so glad to see ye, masterch-^ 
so glad ! I have some news for ye. 

Tern. What, good John ? 

John. Ah, wait ; it is in my pocket, sir. Mrs. Gosby sent 
me in a big hurry, and I am afraid yon will blame me, be- 
eanse — beoanse — 

Tern,. Be quick, John ! be quick ! 

John, Ah, yes ; — because she told me not to sleep before 
I saw you. Master Temple. But I did gape, and gaw, and 
yawn, aud fell asleep, sir. Here, here's the paper, after all 
— after all. [Oivet it to Horaob Tehpls. 

Tern, (reading.) Ah, ha I — methought 'twas strange those 
good souls should desert me. George, see — the good old 
dame doth flattering tell some news. Read. 

Ma. (rends.) " Dear Mr. Temple ; — I am obliged to write 
with my double spec's, though my eyes are very strong, in- 
deed ; but the light's miserable, to-night, sir. But, dear 
Master Temple — I can't call you anything but dear Mr. T., 
because — because you are a noble night." 

The old lady, Horace, spells knight without a K. Let's 
see. 

** But what I was to tell Mr. Temple is that John, the 
noble bearer of my message, has found the malicious brute. 
Nobody else, dear Mr. Temple, but that old sinner. Fel- 
lows, is, with mad Mr. Trueman, plotting against you. I 
must, dear Master Temple, summon up the vile proceeding 
thus: the said rascal. Fellows, is in plot with Harry True- 
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man, your rival— poor riyal, in tooth, Haster Vtmplo. Cono 
in haate. [Signed.] pr. John Battur. 

Hbs. OoaBT." 

A strange letler, but it foUowa up Ibe work fUl faal» 
Horace. 

Tern. Well, very well ; — and we mnil not delay. 

Ma. Bat, what I See the postaeript (reach.) ^ Tour 
darling Ada needs her night's protection.*' 

feiii. What— what? Bead again. 

[Osoaax Halie 
It doth trouble me. We must be off. 
I tell you it doth try my soul to the last limit of 
Its power to bear this evil working, and to feel 
I am fettered down to this. I shall not-^ 
Will not let it be, come what unpropitious Fate 
May will. 

Tho' I were dragging down an infernal i 
The living hope, I'd not let my spirit keep 
A murmur of this rebellion down. He shall answer 
As a man for every jot or tear. 
Gome, oome, there is torture here. [Esumt 
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SCENE I. — ApartrMvU in Harby Tbueman's dwelling, 

Tbueman seated at a table covered with boohs and papers, 

Tru, It is well — ^aye, wisely well, ; — ^herea^r all 
Shall say it so : that living oursed not, that I died 
Without a record for this world to act by. 

Tho* scarce 
The age most men deem best for living in the pleasures of 
Permitted sin, and passions cowering reason with 
A damning appetite of sense, I now feel on my brain 
The weight of mouldy, care, and knawing at my heart 
A vile, oozing, festering sore, that forces me to what 
Should be when Time, o'ermastering mortal ends, 
Doth bring men silvery locks and paling sight — 
Not — not before. 

Yet he to whom I have willed all 
Has not been near me since reports 
Have all so evidenced against my honesty, in 
Suspicions ears. Mark Carton ! 
He, he, the youthful trust and pardoning friend, 
Companion constant ; who oft took oath. 
When most in trust, we should be so forever. 

He ^it doth turn gall into my soul, 

And shame the thought of wearing here 
7 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



74 FATK AcTlY 

The memVy of one Bonest nan. 

Bat he doth desert when fiekle fools grow eoltf^ 

And should not he rememhered now ; so, sa 

T will reverse the will. 

To whom ? Sister, brother, none hare I ; — 

And kindred — they unto the world do seem 

Not kith or kin, but cry my frailties down 

With less ado than were I the poorer of the two. 

A sister, brother, — heaven t htkd I one kind, good seitl 

To call my sister, I had not come to this madness, nor 

Overwhelming miseries. Oh, what comforl 

And what joy had been unto that sister's soul, 

To know rebelliofis feelings all were calmed 

By her own voice, and that my soul had been saved 

From its a^^onizing deeds and madness. 

But it is not so. I am alone — shall now, hereafter be 

As I have been ; work the impulse of every passion as 

It would. Fellows I shall name heir, and 

Let the villain revel in the gilt of gold. 

Ambition has lost its fire in base defeat ; pare soul 

Beoeived reward for constant love ; and now 

Shall wait the issue of a purer work in hell — 

Revenge ! 

I should stab myself, aft' oath to be the matt, 

To tremble o'er the duty of romantic brains; 

Fie, fie ! 

Bnter Servant. 

Serv. The Jew, Eli, here. 
Tru. Tell him begoner. 

Sell). He begs you see him ; and says he wantfi to speak 
with you alone. 

Trii. Admit him, then. {^Exit Serv, 
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The Jew would speak with me aloae-*— 
Ah, ha ! 

Enter Sbrvant and Jbw. 

Eli, Master Trueman — be it so. 

Iru, What would Eli ? — begging on the rental ? 

Eli. I have come to tell you how your friends do serve 
you ; with your permission, sir. 

Tru. Are you honest, Jew ? 

Eli. In my father's creed I should be so. 

Tru. Speak. 

Eli. I chanced to fall among some of your servants, sir ; 
— methinks this fellow was one of the number ; — and one, 
whom I have found is William Fellows, did, when he oom- 
plained, pay him money that ht should quit your service, 
and then to come to him. What this did mean I do not 
know ; but so he did agree. Is William Fellows sewing 
you? 

Tru. No. But what more do you know, Jew ? 

Eli. He said what I did take for meaning so, but which 
in all did seem he had a work which he did intend that you 
should perform, while you should think he was the slave. 
Bevenge, he said, for what he had received. Thus much 
know I ; and since you did favor me, I thought it honest to 
tell you of it, though point it has not, nor oath; but I could, 
by my creed, take warning against what a man deth with 
another's men. K you will, I will be gone, sir. 

2V w. Yes, yes. 
(to Servant.) Go with the Jew ; and thou, for thy wages — 
I will no more with you. 

Serv. Master Trueman ! 

Tru. Go! [Exeunt. 

So ; — Fellows, too, I must suspect of work 
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Agaiust myself; and yet — but do; — I did not find 

In honest men the truth, and now foresee 

What had been best foreknown when placed 

I confidence in a villain. 1 11 fret no more, 

But with a desperate hand must play the knave, 

And trust no man ; see that it work 

Not as conceived, but as he would have it not; — 

And save myself from this treachery. 

No one — not one in this petty universe to call 

My friend ; fallen from the honest path, 

Thus must I fall to practice, else 

Expect the plot to fall upon myself. 

Counter-thoughts now whirl within, that flash 
Sound reason blind, and send a fury to 
My soul — my brain. The time must be. 
Unsettled mind betrays me now ; my thoughts 
Do come and go not as they should. 
Oh, desperation ! Here claiming not the hand 
Of honesty ; deserted by a villain ; and lost 
Unto the angel of my bosom, whose grasp^*- 
Whose word shall touch me as a real thought. 
Fie ! — there is return for this, — aye, return. 
Enter SERVANT. 

Serv, Master Carton waits you, sir, beloW. 

Tru. Mark Carton here ! 
Why, he hath been of different mind till now. 
Tell Marcus Carton that your master goes 
Not with knaves, and commands he recognize 
Him not, hereafter. Stay. If he do demur — 
Attempt to enter, insult him, and see 
He enter not. Go ! [^ExU, 

So, again. It comes my tima. 
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Ah, ha ! ah, ha ! and Fellows, too. Oh, how foul 

We are — and I as foul ! 

No thinking on 't, for that were false to action ; but 

I shall the arrow poison for the dog, and find he, too, 

Shall tremble. But — but I do not believe the Jew. 

If he be honest, I would swear him false ; 

For none have spoken yet, self-called honest, that have 

Not proved the knave ; and him I know the knave 

So far hath proven honest to myself. 

Inconsistent, strange, and strangely true — a madman's 

Logic ! 

I will to him, to-day. The plot he made 
By Wesley shall be told ; and those I hate 
As vipers in my path shall feel the blow, 
And cry me mercy, till choked, they cannot I [^Exit. 

SCENE II. — A Room in Esther Martinis Inn, belonging to 
Fellows, He is seated ; a knife and pistol on the table. 

Fel. (solus.) Here is a note from Wesley ; — 't is piteously 
The dog has never yet performed his work, but says [weak. • 
He will to-morrow. Zounds ! this putting off 
Will ruin me ; but he doth fear, and will 
Make trial on 't; and it will be done, 
If to old Melton he gives the note, and doth 
Escape. Then — but should it not succeed — 
He betray — the work of life fall through I — 
Ha ! ha ! — too far, too far hath gone the fbst'ring in 
His — Trueman's brain. A world would not 
Make him what he was, tho, I should cry 
T was all my work. It would rouse 
The breast to pity ; and that were worse to his 
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\mbitiouH soul than every wound made bj 
*rhe poisoned tongue of hatred. 

Enter HaRRY TruEMAN. 

Tru, Fellows ! Fellows ! 

Fd. Come, come, be seated. 

Tru, T is not a time 

For that. What news have you now? 
The town doth move in spleen — most nauseous spleen, 
With current rumors of my ill repute. 
But what knowest thou ? 

FeL Nothing, sir, save that I have heard to-day 
From Wesley. To-morrow — that is two days 
Ago— the stroke was given ; and to-morrow, say I, 
It will be told how I have proved myself. 

Tru, And canst tell who the master now. 
That takes unto himself the profit of 
The work proclaimed another's ? 
Canst thou? 

Fel, What mean you now? 

It was all for you ; my counsel was 
But to aid the work. Was 't not so ? 
I have nought of profit from it, though 
'T was hinted I should be rewarded in 
The end. 

Tru. Aye, aye, [^Start% to go-^eturiM. 

Fellows, 't is rumored that your work 
Has done nothing. Horace Temple is on 
His way — will be here soon. Hear thou — 
Thy reward is nigh at hand. 
Ha ! ha ! — it strikes I You have worked a most 
Worthy plot, and now shall see thy power 
Tested. A straggler said it. Ah, ha ! 
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Speak not, but chew repentance nt>w, 

For I have found the flaw. 

Now wait, for it will come full seon^ 

When we shall meet again. \^Sxit. 

Fel. Ye godsi and but for Wesley I 
Had conquered. Fool \ villain ! traitor ! — the sight 
Of him would make this steel )eap ic^tk its scabbard, 
To draw his witless life. 

But will he not to Richard Harlow's ; and will not 
Temple, too ? My plot, despite their wondrous power, 
80 planned, doth pursue its object still ,* 
My hope still lives ; my pulse is healthier than 
It was^ — but, but my work *8 not o*er. 
That suspecting Trueraan must be watched ; 
So forth on rumor's tongue must go more strong, 
Foul report of him. By grace, ere Temple sees 
Ada, Trueman shall be as black as the lowest curs'd 
In hell with shame. 

And if nought else will effect the ends, 
I will have 't proclaimed that he hath plotted 
With William Fellows. So, yet — I prosper welL 
Revenge will come. [^Eodt 

SCENE III.—^ StretU 

Eater Harry Triteman. 

Tm, Infectious matter 's at the core, and doth 
So spread as deathly as a mad dog's spleen. 
Thus Nature was most honest when 
She did think to give defense to weak brutes 'gainst 
The strong ;— and so to man so kind : 
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For saw 1 a cripple on his crutch, to-day, 

Asking alms of well-formed men until the team 

Did fall in lines adown his swarthy cheek; 

And when 't was o'er, and they, the drunken fools, 

Did bid him go as empty as he came, 

Why, he did scourge them beyond measure 

With a scurvy tongue. A pauper's tongue 

Had I, wore I the pauper, — and the drunkard's soul, 

Were I not the cripple's fool. 

Alack ! alack ! I — I have been mad — am so ; 

And not confined as madmen are, but left 

To mercies of whom the world dubs sane — sour, 

Upright, church-body men ; — and alas, the worse 

For all ! 

One told me damnation was my due ; — 

And now he 's dead and foul I 

A portly man, with fine accent, did press my hand 

And pass cheer words; and he, to-day, is ironed 

For purse picking ! The world has grown wiser in 

Its sins: a knave 's a knave that doth not know 't — 

And I am not wise to-day. 

[John Rattler seen crossing the stage. 
Come hither, fellow, come. [^Places his hand an him. 

Didst know thy father, boy ? 

John. Aye, sir — and he's been dead these many years. 
My father, sir I 

Tru. (aside.) 'T is well. 
(to John.) 'T was Sin that fathered thee — 

And say'st thou thy father 's dead? It doth follow, Sin 
Hath gone to reckoning before the Judge. Wouldst thou 
Another father, boy? 

John. One so kind, sir. 

Tru. Then go thou on thy way, and ask 
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The thriving, portly man that comes thy way 
To father thee; — another Sin will to judgment, 
As thy father first. 

John, (aside,) Why, it is mighty strange ! 
(to Trttbman.) Hadstthou no father, that dost ask of mine? 

Tru, Art thou not the widow Gosby's boy ? 

John, Aye, sir — her knight, she says I am ; 
And I am rushing now to tell her Master Temple 
Is back again. 

Tru, How — how knowest thou ? 

John, Faith, sir, I did couie with him ; 
And the faster, too. 

Tru, (aside,) Horace Temple back. 
And Fellows — ah, ha ! I have been crazed the while ! 
Mayhap the boy doth wonder. 
(to John.) What have I told thee, boy ? 

John. In truth, sir, and I cannot tell. 

2ru. Dost know me ? 

John. Methinks — Master True man ! 

Enter Horace Temple and Q-eorgb Maler. 

Tru. Well— well I 

7hn, (aside.) Trueman ! 

Ma. Harry, I am glad to see you. [^Extends his hand, 

Iru. (after a pause.) George, your hand. 
How goes the world, honestly ? 
Mr. Temple. 

Tern, Harry Trueman has wronged me, 
And must answer first. 

Tru, (aside.) So ! (to Temple.) Put up, put up ! 
I have not ; — but still may find a cause. 
Put up, and cool thy blood — I '11 nought of it. 
Thy record is not written yet, tho* mine hath passed 
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The pith of interest. Twere best we rage not now ; 
A fitter time 's appointed for it. 

Tern. Before I place this weapon back, 
Thou shalt swear this is not thj doing, else 
Shalt know the consequenoe of such traitorous stealtk — 
To rob a man of his fair desert. 
Is this thy work ? (the letter.) 

Tru. (ciside.) Ho ! so again ! without a move 
The chances turn favoring. I 'II not cross him yet. 
(to Tesi PLE.) Be patient, sir ; — anger but betrays your hick 
Of nerve for settlement. 

{to John.) Come, boy ! Go thou to Mrs. Gosby, on 
Thy first errand ; and say, two hours hence 
She is called to Richard Harlow's. Be speedy. 
{to Temple.) Sir, the time suits not j nor doth 
Thy temper. I shall meet you, as I 've told the fool, 
Two hours hence, at Richard Harlow's. 
Then be punctual, sir ; — I 'd have this business 
Over. (starts to go. 

Tern, Coward ! villain ! — I — 

1^1, Hold ! 

Thou art a boy, that fret'st himself with thinking 
On himself, A man thou art not ; — they are of 
Sterner stuiF, and know the folly in fretting thus. 
Two hours, and I will call you to reckoning — when 
Your passion cools. Till then — [-fiSctV. 

Tern. There is madness here ! He match me this, 
Two hours hence, at Richard Harlow's. By heavens ! 
Be he there, he shall have meted out full balance ! 
And yet, he did motion ofi" the writing much like 
He were innocent of it; and his eye did false 
The act by glaring so. 

Ma. Believe you that he wrote it? 
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Teni, Believe ! What aLould we, when 
This Trueman acts the madman to us ? I do. 
Recollecting him, and knowing what he should 
Be in mind, I should not heliere it so. 
When hell doth choose to work, poor mortals all, 
We lose the natural impulse to heware, 
' Till comes the stroke, — when smiles a cherub 
On the goblet-rim — ^when death is grim 
Behind the soul to grasp it, the hectic comes 
To cheat the soul of fear ; and I, 
But three days since, was filled with hope. 
Until my soul was up full-breast strong, 
Methought, for any tide. But now I — 
Yet — yet — told I not that Fortune should soon %)me — 
And Fame— ere I should see her again ! 
Alas \ an injured name, scant fortune, 
A weary brain, is what index bring I now to prove 
The merit in my love ! 
But come ! two hours hence and I no 
Farther on the road ; though I must to Mistress 
Gosby, to know of her my Ada's mind. [Exit. 

Ma, (solus.) It doth move my soul 
To see the torture of his own ; and I would 
That all were well, to change this shade to light. 
His young, warm soul hath stood the searing until now ; 
But I must let things be until the proper hour. 
Since it is demanded of me, that I may not do him 
A wrong far worse than this suffering can. 
They will not meet — that I am most certain of. 
And yet 't was strange Harry should so appoint it. 
His eye was wandering — had not the natural gaze ; 
And, too, his acting was of maniac stroke ! 
This I do not understand ; for, altho' much has been 
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To sour him beyond shallow smileS) I know not 

Aught to affect hhn so. But Horace goes 

To Mrs. Gosby firstj^then I will to my folks 

To meet him ere the time by Harry named, 

That I may guard him. \^Exii. 

SCENE lY.— Mrs, Gosby's Room in Esther Martin's Inn. 

Mrs. Gosby. (solus.) I wonder did my John go right ; for 
it seems he is a long time coming. I do trust he, Master 
Temple, got my letter before the rascals ruined him. Ah, 
me ! ah, me ! — Suppose my John was killed — Master Tem- 
ple ruined ! Ah, me ! My Ada will die grieving ; and I — 
ah, ah, me — will lose my John — oh, my good John ! He 
was a kind, good soul. If he is hurt, and Master Temple 
ruined, I will go unto the justice straight, and hdve him 
suffer for it. Fellows — ah, he shall know that somebody 
knows what's up with him as well as he. I'll stir his wits, 
I will ; and let him know I am the Widow Gosby — the Miss 
Flint that was, an actress fair, and who has not, though peo- 
ple call her old, forgot the cue. [J. knock.Ji Ah, me I how 
my heart beats. 

Enter John. 

Oh, my John ! my John ! [^falls upon him. 

John, (moves Iter to a chair.) Oh I (aside.) Heavy, by my 
faith she is. I am so glad to see you, Mrs. Gosby. In faith, 
I have news — news to tell you ! 

Mrs. Gosby. Quick, my John ! be Quick, oh ! 

John. And please, till I have gathered up my scattered 
breath ; — I have run so. [blows. 

Mrs. Gosby. Will you keep me thus, my John ? 

John. Weill Master Temple's here, and Master Maler, 
too. They met Master Truman, and I tell you, 'twas a 
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scene. I did tremble, I do tell you, Mrs. Qosby, thoagh 
I'm very brave. Master Trucman did step aside, and, said 
he, "Tell Mrs. Gosby your first errand ; and say, two hours 
hence she must be at Eichard Harlow's." It was earnest, 
tool Fixed up for supper, meant he, Mrs. Gosby — so I 
thought it. 

Mn, Gos. My bonnet, John ! my bonnet 1 To meet him 
there! 'tis strange, and I do think it. But — no, no — ^I 
ain't deceived ! — My bonnet, John 1 

Johii, Oh, Mrs. Gosby 1 no bit have I, these many hours, 
to keep my feelings, [a knock.'] Some one — some one I I do 
hope, [opens the door,"] 

Enter HORACE Temple. 
Oh, Master Temple I 

Tern. John — (extends his hand.) — Mrs. Gosby. 

Mrs. Gos. Master Temple I In truth, I am glad to see 
you ; — how hast thou been ? 

Tern. Well, Mrs. Gosby, well : I come to know of Ada 
and the folks. 

Mrs. Gos. Ah ! I have much to tell you. Master Temple ; 
— but you did excuse my poor letter, Master Temple ? 

Tern. Yes, yes, good soul; I thanked you much. But 
where is Ada, — how fares she, Mrs. Gosby ? 

Mrs. Gos. My Ada is here, at Eichard Harlow's ; and 
grieves she always. Master Temple, that you are not with her. 

Tern. Good soul you but think it. 

Mrs. Gos. Ah, no ! Master Temple. It is oft she comes 
with a heavy soul, and puts her pretty head upon my shoul- 
der, and calls me good, and kind, until I weep— and she 
weeps. Master Temple. Then I talk of thee, and her tears 
fall no more ; — when she is very calm, I sing the song I did 
when she was a child ; and when I cease, she says, 't is prct- 
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ty and I sing it iweetly — uka me what it is, and says it 
Bounds familiar like. At last site saya, good bye, until sbe 
oomea again. Ah, Master Temple, slie is a good child, and 
loves thee much, sir. 

Teni, I thank you, thank you for that oomfori, Bin. Gbsby. 

Mrs, Go$, She does oflen sigh, and wish she did not live, 
when thou art kept away. And sIm hath been troubled 
much by this Master Trueman, who awean he Iotos her, 
though my Ada loves him not. Thou shouMst see her soon ; 
for thou didst hear what Master Trueman ^poke!-^ 

7ein. Yes, yes ; you do remind me well. 
(aside.) She is constant, and that alone could more 
My arm for any foe ! He shall not torture her — ^he 
Shall not see her again. I thank thee — thank 
Thee, Mrs. Gosbyj — I will hasten. 

Oh ! most monstrous circumstance, to torture the innocent, 
And leave the crime untouched ! [^ExU, 

Mrs, Gos, Good morrow ! — Ah ! I told it well ! 

John, I wonder — and I do wonder 1 

Mrs, Gos, And it seems coming to an end at last. I never 
lived in such mad years before ; and the Lord helping 

John, Mrs. Gosby ain't helping, though, I say it; for my 
dinner looks like it won't be helped — and, by my faith, I 
would like to help myself. 

Mrs, Gos, Ah, poor soul ! I did forget. Thou shalt help 
thyself Come to the larder, my John. In truth, my brain 
will addle, if these mad times do last ; and there 's some- 
thing bound to happen, though I say it — though I say it ! 

[Exeunt. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



SoBiffiy. FATE. 87 

SCENE V. — Parlor in Richard Saa-hw'g Dwelling. 

Enter Ada and her Servant, 

Ada. Thou i&ay'bt be gone ; for I have made tbee 1o«b 
Thy rest, to watch with me oonstajit vigite ef 
Incessant woe ; and it hath made thee pale 
And wan. 

Go ! Mary, go ! To «ee thee thus 
Partaking of my saddened face, will but isanase 
The depth of shadow oa my owa. — ^Go I 
I will tiome soon. 

Mari/. I will come soon, 

Again, sweet lady. [jfiJwV. 

Ada. (soltis,) Oh I it is wonderous pitiful, thftjb ail 
Have worked the end to make it seem. 
By circumstance, this strife and blasting comes 
From Nature's natural course. 
' T is something here that speaks unto my ^ears ; 
A hand, though not of Heaven, pressing hard 
Upon the lives of some — a fiend let loose, 
That hath for years rushed vengeful through 
The current of those that should be warm, 
Impulsive hearts ! And mine, though granted weak, 
It hath so moved — 't were not in joy nor woe— 
Within its beating pulse. Yet, I have let my breast 
Be filled with fear, until a word doth start 
Excited pulse ; and angered phrase doth make 
My senses die. 

Hope ! hope, hath yet a lingering ray 
That presses through the past, and tinges e^en 
The mystery of Future with a glow that doth 
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Unfold a happy hour ; and I will dry these tears, 

And learn to smile upon my sorrows, that 

I may be welcome to his love forever. 

And yet ! — Oh ! come not back, ye memories, that 

Oft tell how I have straggled 'gainst that proud, 

Strange one, who loves me 'gainst my will, 

When asking at my hands his life. 

No, no ! I'll not think on 't. To him away 

My soul will turn, strong, oh strong. 

Against my sorrow's call. 

Enter Harry Triteman. 
Tru, (not ohsermng her.) So, so ! A flaw in feeling Nature's 
self 
Doth ape, until 't is what doth seem the most alike 
To what should be ! The story 's old — and yet 
There is a point ; but what behooves it, impressing not, 
For what intended in the mind I I may be sane, 
Though by myself a madman counted ; and yet 
These eyes see what ? enough they should — though brain 
Would e'en translate it to another tongue I 
What I have done hath reported judgment on 't; 
And wise heads written down the symptoms on 't. 
I call it reason, heavenly reason, what they 
Have writ a madness : and were I a living poet, I 
Would sing it so, until it should be divine to fill 
The tender soul to harmonizing discord, and set it down 
A wondrous madness 'mong them. These folks are so— 
Aye, I'd swear it — though false majority would have 
It otherwise. Ha, ha ! 

This wandering ! — A lady silent — and she ! — And I 
Did come. Fair lady, I 
Do greet thee merrily, if thou wishest it ; I 
Have eomc to take mv parting. 
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Ada. Thou hast tortured mel Why thinkest to come 
again ; 
For what I have told in action, was my wish forever. 

Tru, So! Unkind! 
When I, as some idolizing worshiper, have 
Poured orisons at thy beauty's altar ! Methinks 
Not so fair a goddess reigns in heaven's circlet that 
Would frown so deeply, were hate the cause, when prayers 
As mine, so penitential and so earnest, pass into their ears. 
(aside) My madness comes and goes as night and day; 
And now shall serve my end. I am not sane, until 
This night be gone. 

Here, here ! the spot of all 
To give what he demanded ! 'T is here that I 
Shall find my time, and stand exulting o'er 
The fall of him — not her. Yet it must be so ; 
And shall be done most fittingly for 
The cause ; — aye, most fittingly ! 

Ada. Thou hast made my life continual fear— - 
My brain a worthless jade, ere years have made 
Me more than child ; thou hast, when least 
Deserving, driven to my bosom blood as blasting 
To happiness, as the fevered pulse to life. Oh thou— 
Thou hast almost taken my only hope, and mocked 
M.y soul with what were desolation to it. 
From day to day have come the chilling words. 
Unnatural action ; and now it doth kill my joy, 
That the pale spirit of what I most hoped, doth turn 
My blood to chill my heart, and bring my eyes 
Untimely tears. I have been patient — hoped 
That thou wouldst cease, and leave me to myself; 
But still with this feigned madness you do come, 
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And fright me thuf, without the right Anhd aught 
IVe done to make the gleam of proYoeation ! 
I tell thee, 'tia best thou seest me no more. 
Heaven witnesseth how pnre, how honeat I haTe been 
Through thy strangeneaa, and thy maddened jealousy^ 
Gro ! To see before me new thy ha^^ard form, 
Thy strange eye and distempered eheek, doth bring 
Desolation. Oo I I command you, go I 

Tru, I will not» ladj, 

Before mine errand 's done. 
( r the sight of him who hath been the fool 
Doth move thee thus, thy dying gaze shall Tision him 
Thou thinkst beneath thy scorn ; and if 
Thou canst carry to that other place likeness of this, 
Thou shalt see the heart within fall 
With vengeful hate. 

(aside.) No, no, I mean not this. 'T was here 
Appointed to meet Horace Temple, that 
We might be joined, as were most proper for 't. 
(to Ada.) Thy pardon, lady. My brain of late 
Doth oft forget the trodden road, and take 
An «iiry course. 

Ada. (aside,) Horace, here! 

7'ru. And yet — and yet, canst say with those 
Sweet lips that I am nought to thee ? 

Ada. Heaven hear me — nought I 

Tru. Nought ! — the whispering of a heartless 
Woman — nought ! 

Come, come, Trueman. be thyself again. 
Thou shalt top the wave once more ! 
First mad ambition strode you down — stay so ! 
To be the popular soul — but never — and qow — 
But not yet. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



ScEiriV. FATl. W 

Within my breast for feum hm been aflame^ 
Fanned by advene winds, and foeled by 
The skin-bone hand of lingering hope. 
It hath made not the man, but pasision. 
Thus, thus I 've lived, until the paltriest thiii|^ 
Doth gaze at me with a scowl contempt. 
This, this has passion for a heartless 
Woman done I True — aye, tme-^that now 
I am not fit for the common walks of lift. 
From constant watcning o'er the cliff, my brain 
Hath caught a dizziness, which, hadidt thou 
Not spoken ^^ nough*" had sent me down 
To blackest madness 1 

Now — now 't is past. I live again for purpose, 
Which once had been to reach a worthy end ; 
But now, as pointed by thee, shall be to pursue 
What all do crave of me— revenge ! 
A few moments and thy Mends will all be here ;-^ 
Thy noble Horace, and thine other friends. [^1 knock. 

Hear, hear — they come ! 

(osuitf.) Be peace above, when it shall come to this below I 
Ikter Horace Templi. 

Tent, Ada I 

Ada. Horace! Horace! [^Rtahen to him. 

Tern, What mean these tears, Ada ? 
\to Trubman.) And thy presence here ? 

Tru, An idle question fools may ask I 
Wouldstknow? 

Tern, Thou treacherous dog, 

Provoke me not. 

Tru, If 'twere akin to thee, 'twere a spaiiel— * 
Not a cur-dog. 
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Tern. When men in fellowship with sach 
As William Fellows do oast oat saoh spleen. 
It falls not contagious. 

Tru. (aside.) He hath 

The story heard ! 

Tern. Leave us, Ada. Gro thou 

To thy chamber. I must speak with Harry Trneman, 
And it is fit thou shouldst not hear. Gto-^ 
I '11 call thee soo^ again. [^ExU Ada. 

TVii. Then, by my soul, 

He is prepared for action — and 1 1 
Go back, thou senseless jargon, inane, save 
Of sound ; — rush hot tides of blood into 
My brain, that now the deed I shall commit 
Fall not heavy on my conscience. 
(to Temple.) Thou didst ask an answer ; I told you 
It should be given — thou hast it in 
My silence. 

Tern. I would not have thy blood 

Upon my hands, and would 't were not 
As you have made 't ; but what thine act would do — 
Would rob me of what, to one so poor as I, 
Is more than all of life ; therefore I do hold 
No wound thy weapon's self can make 
More dangerous to my life. 
And now I ask you, first retract the charge, 
Else 

Tru. No — never ! But hold I Ere we 
Do enter in the play of life for life. 
Remember, thou shalt damn thyself 
If I shall slay thee ; and tho' I do fall. 
Remorse, like hell, shall paint upon thy brain 
The eye of him who hate? thee ; and I 
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Shall find in either fate that end most wished for ; 
So to 't. Let heaven tell who holds 
The vantage ground. Quick I at it ! 

[ They fight. Templb u tooundedy and falU. 
Enter Ada, Mrs. GoSBY and John Battlba. 

I^u. (Watching TEMPLE, who is panting for life,) 
'T is done — and wherefore done ! 

[Mrs. GrOSBY ministers to Temple, who appears to revive^ 
Ada. (^Rising from the body of H.ORA.CJ&J) 
Oh I thou has done murder I Go I 

[^Scene closes on tableau* 

SCENE VI.— J[ Street. 

Enter Tbu£MAN< 

Tru, And she did call me murderer ! 
No, no ! — her lips I I did not murder him ; 
He died not, tho' I did in my fire 
Strike strong the hlow to kill my foe, 
As all men would do. And I to keep 
My life of miseries ! Revenge — but no. 
If he were dead, 't were I alone 
Should feel the agony, when he, perchance, 
Had sped to heaven. But — -but ^ 

He lives — no, not lives ; the blow went home, 
As I did make it ; and he must — must 
To judgment ! God ! that I could snatch 
This heart, and throw it to the dogs I 
'T is hell ; and standing now between 
This earth and heaven, in a blaze of death. 
And he did talk of William Fellows. He, 
Whom I did deem my tool, makes me the tool. 
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He hath set the work, and by sobm wo&dcoiu tricky 

I — I have had the profit of it 

My hands still smoke ; before 

My brain grows dull of thinking ob \ 

I '11 call the villain to reckoning, and 

The balance settle. I stand alone 

With those I thought my meanest tools ; 

The damned rerilers — and he of all — 

Shall feel my hate, my pride, my madness 

Sleep not upon this deed. While yet 

This dagger bleeds, I '11 strike his soul, 

Without a prayer, into eternity ! 

'T is done ; and now I most make 

The most oft, ere the soul refuse 

To reason for *t in the ear of heaven. {^Exit. 
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SCENE I.— ^ StreeU 

Enter WiLLlAM FALLOWS. 

Fel, (sohis.) All goes not as my well r^Moning 
Planned. Wesley failed, and so my work went down. 
Tet, till tlie meeting at Ricbard Harlow's, the work seemed 
To start aright again ; but Temple was not killed, 
And now, it is reported, ftuit reeovering ; while yet, 
Harry Trueman lies not in dungeon walls — ^has not 
Been found. Wesley, the dog, shall rot in prison ; 
And there his life is safer than abroad. I 
Would send him to his last, as is his desert, alter 
So oheating my rerenge of victory. 
Trueman — ^he, alone, is paying back the debt ; 
And if no farther, none can my power 
Turn from him ; for even before he started for that 
Contest, his mind was sold to hell, and his 
Life without its natural purpose. I will seek 
Him out, and tho' the final stroke doth seem for 
Me, I will thrust the last drop in the vial to 
His lips, and goad him till reason doth cry for 
Mercy ! I — I do expect at the hands of the law 
No hearing ; and will at it with such desperate 
Force, that with my life I shall find it. . ' 
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But who comes ? The widow Ooshy's fool. I will 
Wait here until he pass, to hear the leaking of 
His unguarded brain. 

Enter JoHN RaTTLBR. 

John, Oh, these awful days ! I trust they are over now. 
Here I have been turning about, doing good errands, and 
now all has amounted to this. 'T was I did it all, and never 
a bit have I. But thank heaven Master Temple is not killed 
dead ; he is almost well again. And — (looking around htm) 
— ha I that Mr. Trueman, as they say, is crazy, and nobody 
knows his meaning — be it yea or nay. He was always a 
queer man, though ! Oh, had I that Fellows chained and 
cuffed, I would beat the swell of life out of him. He is the 
meanest, lowest — but I wont say it ; some one may tell it| 
and he would fix me for it. But I don't know — in fact, now, 
I never did know anything for certain. All things wont be 
the same ; for before you can say Jack, the slimy lad^pole 
squints, swims from the run, and by my faith doth hop a 
bull-frog straight. I don't-^it is no use for me to try to 
know. Mrs. Gosby says all things are bound to end ; and, 
by my faith, she does know ; and, too, she said had I not 
been an honest John, there's no telling what had not hap* 
pened to the good folks. 

Fel. He has betrayed me. Had I thought, 
I had known the boasting fool did it. 

[^Rmhes out and grasps htm* 
Now I have thee !— not chained nor cuffed, poor 
Pool. 'T was thou betrayed me, tho' I did reward 
You with a well-filled purse. 

JoJm. Oh ! by my faith — my faith ! 

F^I. Lest thou shouldst take false oath, T 11 
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Save the ain. Count thoa thy prayers to die. 

[^Draws a dagger over him. 

Enter TauEMAN disguised, 

Jhi. Hold I 

Fel Who? 

[Trueman tkrows off his disguise and prepares his weapon. 
Ah, thou hast hlood upon thy hands ! 
I put it there. 

^h*. Then take back the due. 

[They fight. Fellows falls. 

Fel. You have murdered me, and the curse of hell 
Be on you for 't. I— I did it all. What thy 
Hot blood did think was done for love, now 
See was to revenge the wrong — insult corroding in 
My brain for years. 

Tho* now thou hast the upshot of 't, 
I have had the power of my day. 
You lost her you loved madly — I took her from you ; 
You tried ambition — I did make 't your curse ; 
And now thou art the villain — murderer. I 
Do laugh at you. Mad! I did pour 
The poison ; and now I die — die when death 
Were mercy to you. Oh, Heaven ! 
Mercy ! [5e dies. 

Tru. The villain I the villain ! — but no ; — 
He ib dead, and I did kill him ! 
(to John.) Boy, boy, dost fear death ? Look on *t, 
And pray to die when it doth bring unto 
A soul so black such rest. Look on 't, 
And take this steel — plunge it hilt-deep 
Into this tortured breast. Quick, boy, 
Quick? 

Digitized by VjOOQiC 



Ji P A T 1. XcT T. 

But, no; — 't is but the mortal there; 
The soul is not — aad mine — and mine ! 
Come, go on thy errand, boy. News for Hell, 
Not Heaven, carry. [^Exit JoBN. 

[Trueman starfSj turns^ and gazes at the body o/FklLOHS. 
I have dreamed a most horrid dream, 
And still I dream it. Upon these hands 
I saw hot drops of human blood — and 
They are not on them. A sightless eye, 
Half-open, glared at me; and some did say 
'T was death ; and yet I live. Within, 
Coursing throni^h my veins, my blood goes up 
And down, inflaming mind, soul, the pettiest 

Limb to dancing pains ; and now back, 

Thou frenzied creature, that doth glare at it. 

Why — why — [^Turm to the body 0/ Fellows. 

Fellows dead ! and who 
Did do the deed ? I ? These hands have not 

A spot upon them ; and [^Looking at hit weapon* 

This doth almost drip the very life 
Upon my brain I It was I that did 
The murder — none but I; and these wild, 
Unnatural sights are legitimate in the sight 
Of Heaven, and but tell what shall be 
Hereafter. 

Dead and gone — but where ? 
Fellows, Fellows, oh, that I, who did 
Thy reckoning, were not! But thou, altho' 
Against my aim thou didst raise thy hand 
And snap the tie to human feeling, thou, 
Thou art dead ; and I but stay, worse than dead> 
To stand the custom of the law and 
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Be sent, o'er-blown in sins, to judgment there. 

[_A citizen passes. 
Can I not escape the eyes of men, 
When most my soul would haunt itself? 
^T is for the deed all eyes do fall 
Upon my own, and speak in words 
More audible than the clarion note — 
That I have done the deed ! 
I must not stay where dead men lie 
To give the clue. I would — and yet I can 
Not think to leave behind this dead man's tongue, 
For it will cry unto my soul in emblazoned words, 
If I do leave it ; and if I stay, some one 
Must closely pass and fix the deed upon me. 
God ! God ! Some one is here, and I must — 
Must begone, else my disturbed countenance 
Will fix the crime, and I [^Exit, 

Enter Officers. 

1st Off. There is murder here. Didst see it done ? 

2nd Off. Not I, not I. 

1«^ Off. Thou shouldst. This is thy watch, and in the 
light. How so ? 

2nd Off. I was looking after a veritable rogue above, sir, 
and so I did not see it. 

\st Off. He came to it by his own hand, for all our duty 
knows, (raises the hody.^ Fellows, William Fellows, the 
scourge, is dead. I like i»ot to say 1 am glad on 't, but he 
will swear me down no more, as when I near had caught him 
in his double-dealing. The wound is in his breast. 

2nd Off. I do not fear him now, and so peace be with him. 
How shall we report ? 
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Ul Off. It Ilea with tbee ; and since the dvtj *b ihine, mind 
then licst not about it, to excuse offense. 

2nd Off, Leave it to me. Let 's hence with him. 

[Exeunt^ carrying the body. 

SCENE 11.—^ Street. 

Enter Georqe Malsb. 

Ma, At last 

My Lucy will consent, and I will be 
The happy man ; for I now can bear 
Glad tidings, and bring about some smiles 
Where sorrow has asserted power always. 
And first of all, they are now reinstated by the law 
In all their father's lands — which must bring 
Consent from Lucy, since she did refuse 
Until for better or for worse the matter ended. 
The work that Horace deemed unfit — unworthy, 
Last night was tested, and will bring 
Unto his thought more reason ; tho' he, of late, 
A philosopher has grown, and seems full calm 
Where oft he had been mad at everything. 
I will be swift, for facing what hath been, 
It doth become me well to bear this flattering news. 
Enter John Kattler. 

John. Aye, Master Maler ! thou dost not know what I 
know ; and well I wish I did not know it, sir ; by my faith, 
aye, by my faith, I do ! 

Ma. What is it, John ! Come, no idling now. 

John, Oh, no , oh, no, sir ! The fact is, made short as I 
can make it, that William Fellows was about to kill me, and 
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Master Tniexnan came np ; — ^he stopped Mm, thank heaven. 
They fought — Master Tmeman killed him dead — oh, sir, 
dead! 

Ma, Killed Fellows? 

John, Yes — yes, sir ; and he wanted me to kill him, too ; 
but bethought him he had better not, and I was glad of it ' 
for I did not want to do it, sir. 

Ma, Poor, poor Harry ! And it has come to this — 
That thou wouldst end thy life, when yet in 
The Spring-sap of its seasons here I 

John, Oh, sir ; he has been mad this great while. It was 
long ago, when I did bring Mrs. Oosby's letter to you and 
Master Horace, that he did bring me close, and in strange 
Toice say to me, — John Battler, ha(]^t thou a father — and 
more the like. 

Ma, I must see him I And now, methinks, 
I see the mover of this work ; for many years ago 
Friend Harry did insult this villain Fellows 
In something ; and he has taken him to his service 
Since ; — so he plotted for revenge, by making 
All work so blasting, 'till from him he found 
Reward in death. There is much, much more 
Of this that must be sifted, though he who should 
Most suffer lies dead — beyond the power of justice ! 
And Harry mad ? that towering mind 
That should have been to lead mankind — gone — 
Grone down in darkness 1 a twilight I 
Yet, forever I followed not by the allotted night 
Of rest, but itself for e*er : one lingering ray 
Floating in that blackness, reminding what 
Hath been shall never be to all again. 
It is woe to think «n 't, though the rightful 
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Successive to what hath been. Poor, poor Harry ! 
And all thy youth-born dreams have ended 
Here so black I 

John. Oh, Master Maler ! I did forget; my errand was to 
you, sir. Mrs. Gosby commanded — [hands him a letter. 

Ma. (reads.) Friend George — I have thought it strange 
that you have not been to see me. Come you must, imme- 
diately on the receipt of this, as your aid is essential. 

[Signed] HORACE Temple. 

This doth anticipale me. When did Mrs. Gosby give you 
this? 

Johii. Full two hours since; I was delayed, as 1 did tell 
you, sir. 

Ma, Then I will be gone, and see Harry when I return. 
Come! 

John. Oh, yes, sir I (aside.) Back to Mrs. Gosby's, and 
my dinner, with her scolding for my sauce. I come, sir. 

lEoceunt. 

SCENE III. — Lucivs Temple's Dwelling 

Horace Temple and George Maler, coming forward. 

Tern. 'Tis true, as you did bid me hope, 
When melancholly filled my breast ; the night 
Has passed away to dawn, and morn in all 
Its freshness comes sweetly oh my life. 
My father is repossessed in full ; and though not exceeding 

well. 
He seems content — happy that we are from 
The struggle free. 

And for myself, 't is well perceived the good 
My adverse fortune worked, though when it was 
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When she frowned, and did beget desire 

To be above her frown, I did light my taper at 

The grand-lights, to make a start upon the road 

Of life of mind. Often the feeble glimmer cast 

Into my soul shadows that mourned, almost to death, 

The iniBffectual effort. 

'Twas then I did forget 
That patient industry met reward continual in 
Incessant labor — one truth in life — the moral wealth, 
The keeper t)f health of mind. Contentment — 
Calm contentment! not to lie upon the arm, 
And tjast away the profit in the future's store, 
But that contentment that lives within the soul-^ 
When we do know that time must be obeyed, 
And will not before the last moment of the 
Lawful hour yield the accomplishment; — 
Contentment honest action brings, with which 
Our best reason seeks companionship, when duty 
Asks no more than what is, in earnest struggle 
To perform the part assigned. 

And so you see I have that argument which doth make 
All, all contentment — struggling with a healthy reason 
And collected brain I 

Ma. 1 am happy, most happy, since my friend 
Has found that antedote which my poor brain 
Did try conjure — ^for every ill consoling balm 1 
That hath absorbed me since we parted. 
Although my journey was of heart's concern. 
And since my efforts all have been unto 
My friend devotional, I now am happy that 
In part my journey served him. 
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Last week your work was well reoeiT^d, 

Ai.'l ail predict success, if you 
But let it forth. 

2\m, What mean 700? Are 70a 

Tlien earnest, George? 

Ma. Kcad ! 'T is proof I jest not. 

Tt/n. I would I could do more than thank 700, 
Gcotl;o; for to you alone all this is due. 

M(i. Oh, flatter thyself a little more, my friend — 
The world will do hetter by you. 

Tnn. Thanks, George !~ Will think of this 
Enter LuCY TeMPLE. 
Anon ; but now My sister! Why hence to-day? 

Luc}/. To-morrow, brother ! Oh, good morrow, 
Mr. Maler. 

Ma. Miss Lucy. 

Trm. Come, Lucy, stay with us a moment, — 
I will brinpj somo seats. 'T is the last day 
AVitli your bro'her. — Stay! 

/>/'(■//. I^ut I must be gone. \_to Maler^ aside."] Have you 
told him cf it. (JeorLjc' ? 

Ma. I have boon faithful, though I fear he will think it 
strange business, Lucy. 

Lucy. Oh, to-morrow is the wedding day; and then I — 

T< in. Come I 

Jjuct/. Oh, no; [ must be gone Ada sent, an hour 
ssi ice, and waits for me. So, j;ood morrow; to-morrow is a 
wi-dding day, and we must think of it, brother. [^IkciL 

l\m. I will. George, my sister is free. Methinks she 
rie«^er loved like some have loved; nor yet hath fixed her 
heart upon any one. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



4k»n in. FATE. 106 

Ma. Yes, yes I Bu^ tbe business, Horace, that brought 
me here I I will be gone I 

Tern, Stay ! Not yet ; to-morrow, at the chapel, a holy 
man will unite Ada and Horace. I do desire — but you are 
not surprised ! 

Ma. Oh, no I Oh, no ! 

Tern. Then I would have you go with me on the morrow 
to Richard Harlow's — thence with the bridal, attendant, to 
the chapel. 

Ma. Your hand, my friend I I will meet you, 
At last, to hold the golden cup replete 
With joys I Now, I must to prepare ; so, 
Good morrow — 

Tern. Yet one moment — one last request : 
'T is that you see Trueman, tell him I do 
Forget the wrong he did think to do to me, and that 
I much desire he forget it too. 
Wilt see him ere the morrow, George? for now 
T is rumored it doth affect him much. 

Ma. (aside.) No, no ! 'T will cloud his generous mind. 
And I will not tell him of it. 
(to Horace.) Yes, yes, I will ; tis for that 
I hasten. Again, good morrow. [^Exit. 

Tern. So, my time, repayment for more than all 
My former ills, has come ; and she whom I 
Have hoped for, to-morrow will be mine. 
All things do come with ocstacy — the tide 
Hath lifted me upon its breast and bathes 
My soul in heaven-like emotions. All 
Do smile, and I do find my soul continual smiles — 
So greeting Fal«. 
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Heaven grant the future look e*er as bright 

As now. 

My time is burdened till the morrow, and 

I will to the matters appertaining. [^ExU, 

SCENE IV. — An apartment in Tbueman's diioeUing hamd- 
tomtly furnished and dimly lighted, A iahU with bookt^ 
dec, scattered over it. Time: midnight. 

Enter Harry Trueman in a dreuing rche, 

Tru, Back I back ! unnatural vision of a sickly brain ! 

Back ! I have nought in question with thee. 
A voice within. Blood upon them I Blood I 
Tru. Blood I Now, now it is a ghostly thing. 

And no delusion of the brain. It pointeth at 

These hands, and doth cry *^ blood upon them I 

Blood!" 

And now it doth move toward me I 

I cry thee, in the name of Heaven, back into 

Thy tomb, and stand not glaring at me. 

'T is not of Heaven, Thou walkst when Nature bids 

Thee stay within the tomb, to wait the summons at 

The final time. 

Back, back with thee I I could not brook 

Thy bloodless visage, and that rayless eye. 

Had I not sent thee to thy grave. 

Oh, ye of mercy, have pity on me I Take from 

My sight this grave-sent messenger of death I 

Still 't is there, and holding ope 

Its shroud, and pointing unto the wound. 

As if to say, you did it — 1 1 and now 't is gone 

Again ! 
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What means this ? Is 't ordained that when 
A soul is sent upon the eternal road it shall 
Come hack in nightly visitations thus, or is 't 
The reckoning of a distempered hrain ? 
Methought there was an end in death, and ne'er 
Would be to men unhallowed sights, to bring 
To mind what hath been ; that the grave 
Would hold the dead and keep all secrets ! 
And yet, as I did lie upon my couch, with full, 
Bright lights beside me, foul breathing came 
Upon the air — the lights did all go out, or burnt 
In darkness — and rose this new-born ghost 
Unto my sight, and in my strained ear cried — 
" Blood upon them ! Blood!" 

Look I look! 
'T is there again ! and now it points 
Unto my hands, and — blood ! See, now, 
The lights do burn again ; it doth approach 

Them j it is — it is [5c sinks down, 

Unter George Maleb. He grasps Trueman's arm. 

Tru. Hold I oflF I Didst thou not see it ? 
See, see where it goes. It doth cry " blood,'' 
And point unto my hands. See I 
'T is gone again ! 

Ma. Harry ! 

Tru, Hear I hear! 

Ma. I hear not — 't is nothing. 

2ru. 'T is strange ! List, list again ; 't is going, 
And 't is faint. Now I now I 

Ma, Oh, he is mad ! Heaven have mercy on him. 

Tru, 'T is gone — 't is gone unto its grave, until 
The coming of its hour again I 
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My good friend-;— 
No, no, I do mistake yoa. It is proolaimed 
My friends did die when I was born ; — none, none 
But Bcorners saved. 

Didst hear those marriage bells ? 
Jocund, merry, — didst hear them? 
And now that funeral chime ! 'T is strange, 
Aye, very strange, they do sound alike ; one bell 
Should not so sound for both. What say ye? 

Ma. Oh, pity, pity he is mad. and speaks without 
A purpose. Harry, dost not know me ? 
I am thy friend — one who has good news 
For thee ! 

Tru. Tell it not, lest it turn 

To slanderous gossip for prudish women. 
If then speak softly, softly. 

Ma, Perhaps what I shall speak may bring 
Him back to reason. Harry, Horace Temple 
Sent me with news for thee, and 

Tru, Kecreant reason eomes 

Unto my mind. I heard the names of Harry and 
Of Temple. Who spoke them ? who ? 
George, George, what dost thou here ? Didst wake 
Me from a damned dream I 

Call my servant hither. [^Pulls a hell. 

Of late my brain doth lose its natural balance, 
And to all intent I am not myself : 
Horrid sights do come unto my altered eyes, 
And strange gusts of thought, random passing through 
My brain, most unaccountable. 
And this to-night impart to none, for now 
I am myself again. \^Enkr Senwui, 
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(to servant.) Some wine, quickly, (to Malsb.) Be seated — 
Be seated, sir. 

Ma, I thank you ; but it is very late, and I 
Bid promise Horace Temple to come ere 
The morrow — else I had waited till the morrow, 

Tni. And why before the morrow ? 

Ma, That I should beg you think not on 
The quarrel, since he doth forgive the wrong 
Tntended, Harry. 

Tru. Most generous. [the vnne is hrouglu in. 

Then drink we to it. 
[He raises the cup — hearing the cry^ dashes it dovm again. 

Ma. Wilt thou not drink? 

Tru. Yes, yes. The cup was bitter ; or 
Methinks 'twas but the lees. Another. [They drink* 

Ma. Then, good-night. Be rest with thee, Harry. 

[Eayit. 

Tru. Give me more wine ! [He drinks, 

A wedding in the town ! I must to the marriage feast. 
(to Serv.) Have you my newest trim prepared ; 
I go unto a feast, and must deck myself. 
Go first with the light into my chamber — I will 
Follow. [The clock strikes one. 

'T is past the mortal hour — I '11 to my rest 
Once more. [Searches for his weapon, 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE V. — Parlor in Richard Harlow's dwelling. 

Ada in bridal robe. Mary, a servant, attending, 
Ada. Kind Fortune smiles upon my hopes, to make 
Them joys. 'T will not be long, and this 
Sweet consummation should not be with trickling tears — 
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For they ere this have told a different story ; 

Yet there intrudes upon my mind a mournful thought, 

And all the joy for me to-day cannot dispel it from 

My soul. 

No, no I I '11 think not so ; for he 
Will not — cannot come to-day, to fix 
Another sorrow here. 

Mary, Thou shouldst be happy on thy wedding day. 
Sweet lady. 

Ada, Happy ! happy ! I 

Am happy, and my brain doth turn 
With thinking on 't. To-day I am so happy that 
There is a sorrow in it ; it doth creep 
Into the yearning, till it is a happy sorrow — so 
I cannot smile nor weep, Mary. 

Mary. It is unnatural, and will do thee harm. 

Ada. No — speak not of it, but change thy theme; 
For, Mary, I am almost wild, and to 
Now concentrate my thought upon this hour 
Would e'en o'erpower me. 

M<iry. They will soon be hero, and thou shouldst have thy 
joy upon thy face in smiles to greet them. 

Ada, Oh, stay ! Horace, I do wrong thee now. 
To let a sorrow be within my soul upon 
Our wedding day ; but to me, for days, 
Strange thoughts, like dreams, have often come. 
That warn me of the darkness on ray wedding day. 
A sight doth theso strange thoughts unfold, 
To stay upon my soul. 

But these tears 

Enter LuoY Temple. 
Lucy ! dear Lucy ! 

\^FalU upon her neck. 
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Xrtwy. Ada, joy to thee on our wedding day. 
A kiss. 

Ada, Thy wedding day ? 

Lucy. Yes. To-day we both will give 
Ourselves away ; and some wi!l be sorry 
Of the taking) may be. 

Ada, I am glad thou wilt 

Be happy, Lucy, for I — I am so happy I 

Lucy, Come, come, my father, Horace, and 
George approach. 

Ada, These tears ! 

Enter Richaed Harlow, Lucitts Temple, George Malbb, 
Horace Temple and Ladies, 

H. leni. Thou art sad, Ada. 

Ada. No, no — not sad; only tears, Horace, 
They will soon be dry. 

Luct/. (aside.) George, hast spoken to my father ? 

Ma. Oh, long, long since, Lucy. 

Lucy. And Horace? 

Ma, No, no ; — thy father keeps 

The secret, too. Dost love me, Lucy ? 

Lucy. No, no — not on our wedding day ! 
Thou art doubting? 

Ma, My Lucy ! 

R, Harlow, (to Ada.) One kiss, my child, ere thou 
Art not my child. [^Kisses her, 

L, Tern. So greet him whose child thou art 
"Blessing. Kmes her. 

Ada. My father ! 

H. Tern. A greeting to ye all, my friends. 
My sister, George is appointed thine escort to 
The chapel. Doth it please you ? 
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Lucy. Since my fktber doth aaieiii. 

H. Tern, What, Lucy ? 

Ma. A surprise, Horace. I liave been plotting 'gainit 
Thy sister's weal, and now, her father aasentingy 
I place upon her hand the marriage ring, 
And wilt go with Ada and thyself unto the chapel. 

ffor, lem. My Father I 

Lu. Tern, It is so; I did give consent; 
And since he said it was his and Lucy's will, 
I said naught of it. 

Eor, Tern, (to George.) Thou hast always been 
My brother j be that brother still. 

Ma. (to Lucius Temple.) Your blessing, sir ! 

Lu. Ttm. Ye have it; — Heaven grant 
Ye may be happy, my children. 

Hor. Ttm. Ada I 

Ada. (clinging to him.) Yes ; I am so happy ! 

Harl. (to Horace.) To you I do entrust 
The happiness of my Ada. God bless you 1 
'T is late — we must unto the chapel now. 
Come ! 

Hor. Tern, (to Mary.) Forget not ; let Mrs. Gosby and 
John be sent for ; it is Ada's wish. Come, Ada. [^Exeunt 

SCENE YL— In front of the Chapel 

Enter Harry Trueman, Clo&ely wrapped in a cloak. 

Tru. (solus.) They are not here I 
And I did fly my house, when officers, as «aid 
My servants, were in quest of me ! 

Mad I 
And still pursued — hunted as a thieving fox, 
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By blood-tongued dogs. Th^re will soon h% 
An end on't ; — the rogu«, the honest, mad 
Alike, must oome to it ; and 1 1 — 

Off! 
Disguise mys«lf unto the world? If they 
Do come I '11 stand the fight ! 

Ignoble death 
Doth stare me cold, and I will their act 
Make them anticipate. And what were death, 
When life doth deck a charnal house of Hope — 
Of Love decayed I The world is mad, 
And I am sane to-day. — Now let them come 
To snatch my burden off, and see who falls— 
Who stands against the will of Law, 
And Heaven. 

Old and young they say do go 
To reckoning the self same hour — and where ? 
And *t is put off — to-day — to-morrow — 'til 
The time is out of season for that other world ! 
I — ^withered — tortured — old in blasting sins. 
Begotten ere their time ! As some cursed old man, 
My hour hath come before its time ! 
My cheeks have gone down, and lean ; 
My step uneasy ; my sin — ^woes — all, all 
Have ripened, rotten at the core. I — I 
Would down, but there is no time for it now. 
List I list I that funeral chime I The wedding bell 
Has ceased. So wags the world ; 
And ill winds blow from every part ; — 
The old maid's wrinkle and the lover's bloom 
Have suffered by it. So, so I 
Whpn winds blow clouds will gather thick, 

10 
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Then lightning, thunder, rain do follow quick. 
No, no ; they have me not I — They dare not so ; 
For, thou<;h deserted, I am prepared for all, 
And tremble not. Who said it? 
She said it not; nor he, the generous Temple. 
Aye ! by my soul — my soul ! — 

[5e sees the ghost of FelhvM^ 
It comes 
Again I And wears the form of him I slew I 
Bej^one ! begone ! 'T is not thy time, and I 
Will naught with thee. — Go I 
Thou canst not sear me now with thy 
Sepulchral garb, nor glazed eyes ; I 
Am armed against thee. — Go ! 

Still, still 
It doth cry, blood ! and point unto my hands ! 
Thou wouldst remind me of the deed ; ^ 

Thou canst not touch me with thy bony hands — 
Thou canst not — ah, ha I 

And still again 
It becks me ! Go on, go on ; I will follow thee ; 
Go on, where thou canst have blood for blood. 
And walk no more. Go on ; I will follow now. 

[^Eater Officers^ who take hold on hCm, 
Unloose my arm ; it doth do as I do bid it. — 
'T will not without me ! 

[Struggles from^ and turns upon them^ 

1st Officer,* In the name of the law we do arrest you. 

Tru. What I 

\si Officer. For the murder of William Fellows. 

Tru, Fellows I—Ah, ha ! 'tis so, 'tis so! 
And reason — [Officers approach. 
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Offwithye— offi 
Dare ye to place your liands on me, 
And ye shall answer for it. 

Officer. Our duty, sir, 

We will obey ; come, arrest him ! 
i?h*. Then, by heaven, -ye shall 
Have.lifeforlifel 

[They struggle. The Chapel door open$y HoB« 
AC£ Temple, Ada, Luct <md others <;ome 

out: TRUEMAN/a^&. 

Tm. (to Officers.) Heaven curse ye for itl 
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ERRATA. 

A PART of this work having been put to press during the 
tinavoidable absence of the Author, many errors were not 
discovered until too late for correction. To avoid oonfusion 
none but those obscuring or destroying the ide* are cor- 
rected in this Errata. 

Page 11, 12th line, for ^'should," read "would." 
13, 33rd line, for "works," read "warps." 
24, 4th line, for "way 'till," read "may tell." 
28, 2d line, for "opening," read "opining." 
34, 8th line, for "without," read "with." 
" 38, 31st line, for "act ; in else," read "act in else." 
44, 10th line, (after " Fool, stand there,") for "^/." 
read "(to Fellows.)" 

Page 52, 28th line, for " lest I do love," read " lest I do 
lose." 
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